- 
* 
- 
— 
* . 
: = 
_ ; . 
, . 
1 
t 


+ 4 * SU 


: . 
* f 1 
2 , 82 
* ? : P _ 0 7 * s *% 8 
ö . 75 F 
* — - Y 4 
. „„ © © ae Wn PPP 


35 * — 
*« 


188 


A 


* 


way 
N 4 
e 
* 


2 K* 3} £5 1 
, LS. „ | 
5 4 3305 "5 
ry (6, e FRONT © 0G F190 AW 
„ 
f £ 0 1 £ F % * #44 4 
2 x 2 | „ 4 #; 0 9 # 121 15 "i $4 1 , 
. 2 * ö . 2 
„AU. ; <4 4 n "RAS . ; 9 
ar Tart T © 11 18 75 * 
. ; * 
n rn ri * 
* b 4 
: 38 109 Heft 1 TEE FE: 4 . 2 fk. 1.37 4 2 72 1 


els; thy habk - are ſilent. There is ne 
ſound in the woods of Morvefi. © The wan! 
ve tumbles dlonel on the coat! The | lend 
beam of the ſun is on the field. The daughters 
al Morven come \forthy, like the bow” of "the 


f 11 6 ws Fo L «+ 
oy 6d Saud if 8 - 1+ 
15 — 4 
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2 Lathmon a Britiſh prince, raking e 
Fingabs abſence in Ireland, made à deſcent on | 
5 —— and advanced Within ſight of Selma the | 
© 21 -Soyalipalace. |, Fingal, arriyed in the; mean time? 
aud, Eathmgn retreated to a hill, where his ar- 


„my Nas Aurpriſed by night, and himſelf taken 

. ** | priſoner by < Oran and Gaul the fog. of Morni. | 
"A explo oit of Gaul and Offian ears 2, near _ 

2 bemblanes de the beautiful epiſode of Nifab and 


Tk Euryalus in Virgil“ 8 ninth Engid, The poem 3 

22 1100998053, with. dhe fir, gpyrarance. of Fipgal s 
de coaſt of NMorven, gud ends it may be ſup- 

4 ib me So the next dar. The frſt pa. 

| Afr ond mi of ra- 3 p 
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ſhower; they logk towards green, Ullig for the 
white ſails of the Hing. He hid prowiſed b 
return, but the winds of the north äroſe. 

Who pours from the eaſtern hill, like a 
ſtream of darknets? it is the hoſt of 3 
He has heard of the abſence of Fingal. He 
truſts in the wind of the north. His foul bright 
ens with joy. Why doſt thou come, Lath: 
mon? The mighty are not in Selma. Why cb- 
meſt thou with, the forward ſpear? Will the 
daughters of Morven fight 2 Bat ſtop, o mighty 
ſtream, in thy courſe! Does not Lathmon be- 
hold theſe fails2 Why doſt thou yaniſh;, Lath- 
mon like the miſt of the lake? But the ſqual- 
ly ſtorm is behind thee ; Fingal purſues thy 
101. EY. pte 1 

The king x A ſtarted from Sh ah as 
wid rolled on the dark blue wave. He ſtretched 
his hand to his ſpear, and his heroes roſe 
around. We knew, that he had ſeen his fa- 
thers ; for they often deſcended to his dreams, 
hl hp the ſword of the foe roſe over the land , 


and the battle darkened ah u. | 
g ' Whither 


ragraph is in 4 OE) meaſure, 3 appears, to 

have been ſung, öf old, ro the harp, as a pre- 

llucde to the aaa part of 'the poem, which 
is in heroic vefle.” / 


e "apo E 5 


»*} Whither haſt thou fled, © __ N ha the 
king of Morven. Doſt thou ruſtle in the cham- 


bers of the fouth, and purſue the "ſhower in 
other lands? Why doſt thou not come to 5 


fails? to the blue face of my ſeas? The foe 


in the land of Morven, and the king is abſent. | 


But let each bind on his mail, and each ov 
me his ſhield. | Stretch, every ſpeax over. 

wave; let every ſword be unſheathed. Laths 
mon *) is before us with his hoſt: he that 
fled ) from Fingal on the plains, of Lona, 
But he returns, like a collected fiream , and his 
roar is U Aue, Hills, - 2 hos 1 * 
; 26d to a7 Nen ehh 


"A Such. were the words of” Flogal. We ruſts, 
ed into Carmona's bay. Oſſian aſcended the 
hill; and thrich Kerbel his 80 55 wilt The 
l To e ee ee rock 


* It is ſaid, by tits that it was the intelligence 
of Lathmon's invaſion, that' ocgaſioned Fingal's re- 
turn, from Ireland; though Oſſian, more poetically, 
„„ aſtribes the 2 of n n to hs 
4 1 dream. & nene os ee ee, 4 
0 | * Gente | 


2») He Nod to a — 33 Flog had defeat - 


ed Lathmon. The occaſion of this firſt war, be- 


teen thoſe heroes, is told by Offian"in another 


POR which” the trauslator has ſben. | 
A 4 


=» 
* 


\ 
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rock of Morven replied; and the bounding roes 
came forth. The foes were troubled in my 
preſence: ang. collected their darkened hoſt; for 
1 ſtood, like, a, cloud on the 15 0 rejoicing in 
_ arms of my. youth, 


Morni my far beneath © dee! at the roar- 
-whters of Strumon fe his locks of age 
gray: be Years forward on his ſtaff; young 

Gaul is near "the" Hero, hearing the battles of 
his youth," "Often did he riſe, in the fire” or 
70 foul, ar the mighty rely of Morni. | "Y 


| 74 347} WW: 29 24% AY #5 


95 The ned hand the xy many af: On 
ſhield : he knew the ſign of battle. He ſtarted 
at once from his place. His gray hair parted 
on his back. He remembers the actions of other 
Fears. My fon, he faid to fair-baired Gsul; 
F hear the ſound of battle. The king of Mor- 

4 yen 


*) Morni Was chief of a numerous tribe, in che days 
of} Fingal. und his father Comhal, The laſt - men- 
tloned hero we killed in battle againſt Morni's tri- 

be; but the valour and conduct of Fingal reduced 
them, at laſt, to obedience. We find the two 


8 ett perfettly reconcile iu this poem. 


5 7 Steu' n Hream of the ik... Here the ; proper 
name of a rivulet in the neighbourhood of > Sel- 


1a, 


+} SEM r oo 55 
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ven is returned, the ſign of war is heard: G0 
to the halls ot Strumon, and bring his arms 
to Morni. Bring the arms which my father 
wore in his age; for my arm begins to fail. 
Take thou thy armour, o Gaul; and ruſh to 
the firſt of thy battles. Let thine arm reach to 
the renown. of thy fathers. Be thy courſe. in 
the field, like the eagle's Wa Why ihouleft 
fame; their bilde turn 8 dark ſtream of dan» 
ger away, ond renown, dwells. on their gray 
bairs. Doſt pan. not ſee, 0 Gaul, how the | 
(ſteps of my. age are Honoured? . Morni .movey " 
forth, and the young meet him, with revereny 

ce, and turn their eyes, with ſilent joy, on hig 
courſe. But I never fled from danger, my ſon 
my ſword lightened through; the darkneſs, _ 4- 
battle. The ſtronger melted before me; . 

mighty were blaſted in my preſence, rr 


TG Th 


Gaul brought the NO to Morni: thy! aged | 
warrior covered himſelf with ſteel. He took 
the ſpear i in his hand, which. was often lleined 
with the blood of the valiant. He. came to- i 
wards Fingal , his ſon attended his ſteps. The i 
ſon of Combal rejoicedg over the warrior , when | 
he cane in the locks of his sage. 8 


0 


— — — — 


1 * | 
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Ring of the «eels Strumon ! ſaid” the rif. 
ing joy of Fingal; do I behold thee in arms, 
ifter thy ſtrength has failed? Often has Morni 
ſhone" in* battles,” like the beam of the riſing 
fan; when he diſperſes the ſtorms of the hill, 
and brings peace to the glittering fields. But 
why didſt thou not reſt in thine age? Thy re- 
nown is in the ſong: The people behold thee; 
and bleſs the epa bus of mighty Morni. Why 
didſt thou not reft in thine age? For the "fos foe 
will vaniſh before 'Pingdl. Fu 
ah Son of Comhal replied the Hier, the 
ſtrength of Morni's arm has failed. attempt 
to draw the ſword of my youth, but it re- 
mains in its place. I throw the ' ſpear, but it 
falls ſhort' of the mark; and 1 feel the weight 
of my ſhield. We decay, like the graſs of the 
mountain, and our ſtrength returns no more. 
1 have a ſon, o Fingal, his ſoul has delight- 
ed in the actions of Morni's youth; but his 
ſword has not been lifted againſt the foe, nei- 
ther. has his fame begun. IT come with him to 
| battle; to direkt his arm. His renown will be 

a "fun to my foul, in the dark hour of my de- 
| parture. 0 that the name of Morni were for- 
got among the people! that the heroes would 
yy lay, ' «Behold the father of Gaul!” 

King 13 
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g King of Strumon, Pingel replied, Gaul 
ſhall lift the 'fvord' in battle.” But he ſhalt lift 
it before Fingal; my arm ſhall defend his youth. 
But reſt thou in the halls of Selma, and hear 
of our renown. Bid the harp be ſtrung; and 
the voice of the bard ariſe, that thoſe who fall 
may rejoice in their fame; and the ſoul of 
Morni brighten” with gladneſs. — Ofen? 
thou haſt fought in battles: the blood of ſtrun- 
gers is on thy ſpear; let thy courſe be with 
Gaul in the ſtrife: but depart not from the ſide 
of. Fingal ; leſt E foe find von along; 3, and 


your. fame. fail, at once. aden een en 
1 | x 1 „ © $58 9411 | 


41 6 Gel _ bis arms, and e Wer 
was mixed with His; for the fire of the battle“ 
was in his eyes! he looked to the foe with joy. 
We ſpoke the words of friendfhip in ſecret? 
and the lightning of our ſwords poured toge? 
tker; for we drew them behind the wood, and 


x 


n 

g 
16 8 
* A 


tried the N of our arms on the empty ae . 


* | Raid 
T4)! 1 * ; e R ; s PE | 7 ; Night 


4. 4vÞ 1 
2 Om an dell F derten, en old * 
young heroes is ſtrongly marked. The circum- 
ſtance of the latter's drawing their ſwords is well 
* imagined ; „and agrees . with - the impatience of 
#4 "0 * juſt 2 action. 


ua 4 - 
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Vit came down on Morven. Fingal fat 
at the beam of the oak. Morni fat hy bis fide\ 
with all his gray waving locks. | Their discouxy 
ſe is of other times, and the actions of their 
fathers. Three bards, at mes, touched the 


harp; and Ullin was, near with his ſong. He 


fung of the mighty Comhal; but darkneſs ga- 
thered ) an Morni's brow. He, zolled his red 
exe on Ullin zu and the ſong of the bard ceaſed. 
Fingal obſerved the n n he WI | 


ke, : = 7 FISK 5 $47*7 {1 , +: 
4 


| Chief of (SB why 1 darkneſs? 15 
the days of other years be forgot. Our fathers 
qontended in battle; but we meet together, at 
the feaſt. Qur ſwords are turned on the foes, 
and they melt before us on the field. Let the 
days of our fathers be Ke 08 of PUT 


" Sanaa. 7 . . 45 a ; 4 tt: 1 4 4 + 2 # 8 


1 D tels J jv „ 5 King 

ah TC 2. 250638 . £10 | 90217 x; cf 
+) Ullin had > hy i ill the fabjef © of his ſong. The 
wks darkneſs which gathered on Morni's brow, did not 
: proceed from any dislike he had to Comhal's 


name, though they were foes; but from his fear, 


> thar the ſong would awaken Fingal to remem- | 

brance of the feuds, which had ſubſiſted of old 
„% between the families. Fingal's ſpeech on this 
oecaſten abounds with generoſity and good ſenle. 


PE 
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King of Motven, replied the chief, I re- 
ani thy father with joy. He was terrible 
in battle; the rage “) of the chief was deadly. 

5 My eyes were full of tears, when the king of 
heroes fell. The valiant fall, o Fingal, and 
the feeble remain on. the hills. How many he- 
roes have paſſed away, in the days of Morni! 
And I did not ſhun the battle; neither did F 
Wd from the . of the valiatit. | 


| 5 20 — friends of Fingal reſt; for hs 3 
night is around; that they may 8 with 
ſtrength, to battle againſt car - borne Lathmon. 
1 hear the ſound of his hoſt, like thunder 
heard on a diſtant heath. Oſſian! and fair-hair- 
ed Gaul! ye are ſwift in the race. Obſerve 
the foes of Fingal from that woody hill. But 
| approach them not, your fathers are not near 
to ſhield you. Let not your fame fall at once. 
gk RT u youth d 


"x 0 iy of « ei 9 
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„*) This expreſſion is ambiguous in the original. It 

either ſignifies that Comhal killed many in batt- 

| 5 le, or that he Was implacable i in his reſentment, 

; 5 de translator has endeavoured to 3 the 

| | "ame. ambiguity in the verton; as it was pro- 
| © ©  bablf deſigned by the poet. 
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We heard the words of the ehief with joy, 
and moved in the clang of our arms. Our 


ſteps are on the woody hill. Heaven burns 
With all its ſtars. The meteors. of death fly 
over the field. The diſtant noiſe of the foe 
reached our ears. It was then Gaul ſpoke, in 
his valour; his hand I the ſword, 


ent 108 Bis Yhok 
* of Mt ke Sid, . 3 the 

foul of Gaul? My heart beats high. My ſteps 
are disordered; and my hand ttembles on my 
Fword. When I look towards the foe, my ſoul 
lightens before me, and 1 ſee their ſleeping 
Hoſt, Tremble thils the ſouls" of the Valiant in 
battles of the ſpeat? —— How would the ſoul 
of Morni riſe, if we ſhould raſh on the foe! 


l 4 


* 


* — — = — 
FF .. •»ůœ‚ W r, ˙ VN 9 rt I OY r  — — - 
1 by - 


Our renown would grow in the ſong; ar be - 

1 e eee of che Ware 4 a 
| TY 1 „ BJ 

Son of Morddighf-weplidd4: my foul delights 

in battle. I delight to ſhine in battle alone, ä 

and to give my name to the bards. But what, h 

if the foe ſhould prevail; ſhall I behold the v 


g eyes of the king? They are tetrible in his dis- 
pleaſure, and like the flames of death. —- 
But I will not behold them in bis wrath, Ofſi- 

[ an ſhall PO. or fall. But ſhall the fame of 

j| | 20% Un 5 the N 
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the . riſe ? — They paſs" away; li. 
ke a ſhadow. But the fame of Oſſian ſhall ri- 
ſe. His deeds ſhall be like his fathers. Let Us 
ruſh i in our arms; ſon of Morni, let us ruſh 


to battle, Gaul! if thou ſhalt, return, go to 


Selma's lofty wall, Tell to Evirallin, * ) that _ 
I fell with fame; carry. this ſword to Branno's 


daughter. Let her give it to Oſcar, duh 


yoors of his you tell ariſe, 


3 


Son of F 3 Gaul replid with 8 agb; 


hall I return after Oſſian is low ?. —— What 


would my father ſay, and Fingal king of men? 


The feeble, would turn their $ wk and | ſay, - 
eft his friend 


ein his blood!“ Ne ſhall not , behold | me, ye. 


_ «Behold the mighty Caul, who 


feeble, but i in the midſt of my renown. Oſſi- 


an! 1 have heard from my father the Mig bey 
deeds of heroes; their mighty deeds when alo- 


#3 F* 


Son nf Marni , 1 replied, and. ſtrode ads 
bim on the heath; our fathers ſhall praiſe our 


ne; for _ foul increaſes in N ha 


Ts” when * mourn our tall. A beam of 


ee 


| +) Otten had "P's py Fug” 1 beſore· 
The ſtory. of his courtſhip of this lady is intro- 
duced, a8 an ens * the fourth hook: ef 
e. | 


| 


: , 


* 
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. gladneſs ſhall kiſe on their ſouls, when thelt . 
eyes are full of tears. They will ſay, «Our 
*fons have not fallen like the graſs of the field, 


„for they ſpread death around them“ 


But why ſhould we think of the narrow houſe? 
The ſword defends the valiant. But death) pur- 
ſues the flight of the n = their” renown. 
is not heard. 


We ruſhed e Wes of TOY and 


came to the roar of a ſtream, which bent its 


blue courſe round the foe, through trees that 
ecchoed to its noiſe; we came to the bank of 
the ſtream, and ſaw the ſleeping hoſt. Their 
fires' were decayed on the plain; and the lone- 
ly ſteps of their ſcouts were "diſtant far. I ftretch- 
ed my {pear before me, to ſupport my ſteps 
over the ſtream. But Gaul toole my hand, and 
ſpoke the words of the valiant. | 


Shall x) the lod of Fingal 05 0 on a er 


ing foe? Shall he come like a blaſt by night, 
when 

) This propoſal of Gaul is much more noble, ry 
more agreeable to true heroiſm, than the beha- 
viour of Ulyſſes and Diomed in the Iliad, or 

that of Niſus and Euryalus in the Æneid. What 

| tis valour and EIS ſuggeſted, became the 

\ fuounda- 


3 A P 0 E NI. 7 4 17 4 


6” when i overturns the young trees in ſeeret! ? 
- + Fingal did not thus receive his fame, nor dwells 
renown on the gray hairs of. Morni, for ations _ _ 
like theſe; Strike, Offian, ſtrike the ſhield f 
battle, and let their thouſands riſe. Let them E. 
meet Gaul in his firſt battle, that he _ try F 
the ſtrength of his arm. 


My ſoul jolee over the warrior, and 

my burſting tears deſcended. And the foe 
 Nhall meet Gaul, 1 faid: the fame of Mornie 
ſon ſhall ariſe, But ruſh not too far, my he- 
ro: let the gleam of thy ſteel be near to Oſſi- 
Let our hands join in ſlaughter. — Gaul! 
aol thou not behold that rock? Its gray ſide 
dimly gleams to the ſtars. If the ' foe ſhall 
prevail, let our back be towards the rocle. 
Then ſhall © they fear to approach our ſpears;. \ 5 

for deny is in our "Rains 


te 


1 truck 

foundation of his ſucceſs. For the enemy being 1 

- -, divmayed with the ſound of Offian's ſhield, which  - | 

Was the common ſignal of battle, thought that | " 

5 Fingals whole army came to attack them; lo £4 

that they fly in reality from an army , not. from | 
two heroes; which (EGO the tory to 215 

* ü | 5 


| 
| 
| 
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1 Muck thrice my ecchoing ſhield. The 


ſtarting foe aroſe. We ruſhed on in the ſound 


of our arms. Their erowded ſteps fly over the 
heath: for they thought that the mighty Fin- 
gal came; and the ſtrength of their arms 
withered away. The ſound of their flight was 


like that of flame, . it ruſhes through the 


blaſted groves. 


It was then the ſpear of Gaul flew in its 
ſtrength: it was then his ſword aroſe. Cremor 


fell; and mighty Leth. Dunthormo ſtruggled 


in his blood. The ſteel ruſhed through Cro- 
tha's fide, as bent, he roſe, on his ſpear; the 
black ſtream poured from the wound, and hiſſ- 
ed on the half-exſtinguiſhed oak. Cathmin ſaw 
the ſteps of the hero behind him, and aſcend- 
ed a blaſted tree; but the ſpear pierced him 
from behind. Shrieking, panting, he fell; moſs 
and withered branches purſue his fall, and 
ftrew the blue arms of Gaul. 


Such were thy deeds, ſon of Morni, in 


"the firſt of thy battles. Nor ſlept the ſword 


by thy ſide, thou laſt of Fingal's race! Offian 
ruſhed forward in his ſtrength, and the people 


fell before him; as the graſs by the ſtaff of the 


boy, when he whiſtles along the field, and the 
| +1" | gray | 


A POEM * » as 


gray beard of the thiſtle falls. But careleſs the 
2 moves on; Hip pee are towards the de- 

Gray morning roſe around us, the wind. 
ing ſtreams are bright along the heath. The 
foe gathered on a hill; and the rage of Lath- 
mon roſe. He bent the red eye of his wrath: 
he is ſilent in his riſing grief. He often ſtruck 
his boſly ſhield; and his ſteps are unequal on 
the heath. I faw the diſtant darkneſs of the 
hero, and 1 ſpoke 'to Morni's ſon. 


Car- borne *) chief of Strumon; doſt 6 wa 
behold the foe? They gather on the hill in 
their wrath, Let our ſteps be towards the 
king *). He ſhall riſe in his ſtrength, and 


the hoſt of Lathmpn vaniſh. Our fame is a- 


round us, warrior, the eyes of the aged ) 
will rejoice. But let us fly, ſon of Morni; 


Lathooh deſcends the hill. 
5 Then 


*) Car- borne i is a title of konour beſtowed. , by. Of 
fan indiscriminately on every hero; as every 
chief, in his time, kept a chariot or litter by | 
way of ſtate. PLL 

2) Fingal. 


anus) F ingel and Morui 


B 2 


7 


A 1 F 


L 
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Then let our ſteps “) be flow, replied the 
fair haired Gaul; leſt the foe ſay, with a ſmile, 
«Behold the warriors: of night, they are, like 
«ghoſts , terrible in darkneſs, but they melt 


away before the beam of the eaſt.” Oſſian, 


take the ſhield of Gormar who fell beneath thy 
ſpear; that the aged heroes may rejoice, when 
they ſhall behold the. aQtions of their ſons. 


Such were our words on the plain, when 


Sulmath *) came to car-borne Lathmon : Sul- 


math chief of Dutha at the dark-rolling ſtream 
of Duvranne *). Why doſt thou not ruſh, 
*) The behaviour of Gaul, throughout this poem, 

15 that of a hero in the moſt exalted ſenſe, The 
modeſty of Offian, concerning his own actions, 

is not leſs remarkable than his impartiality with 


regard to Gaul; for it is well known, that Gaul 
afterwards rebelled againſt Fingal,” which might 


be ſappoſed to have bred prejudices againſt him 


in the breaſt of Offian. But as Gaul, from an 


enemy, became Fingal's firmeſt fiiend and great- 
eſt hero, the poef paſſes over one [lip in his 
conduct, on account of his many virtues. 


2 r) Suil - mhath, a man of good eye - - ſight, . 


3 Dubh - bhranna, dark mountain - ſtream. What 


river went by this — in the * of Offian , 
| is 


* 


4 4 
' i 


3A A =. 0 ET M.“ 7 1 p 


ſon of Nuith; with a thouſand of eee ? 
Why doft thou not deſeend with thy hoſt, be- 
fore the warriors fly? Their blue arms are i, 
beaming to the riſing light, and their Wan are 
before us on on heath,;'; © 

e: el! SH. 157 
Son of the foobley hand, aid ae 

ſhall my hoſt deſcend? They *) are but twos 


* 
4 0 3 TT:  -7F | 75 8 „ n ſon * 
eee ; "13% *- 37 GIGI. fe ITCH 4: 


113 Bald g Ls Oo ont eee . 
bs Fot eaſily ascertained „at this diſtance time, 
* river in Scotland, whigh falls into e ſea at F 
"5 Banff, ſtill retains the name of D Duvran. i that | 
ty meant , by Oſſian, in this paſſage,” Farhmoi . 
- n have been a prince of the Pictirh nation; 
or thoſe Caledonians who inhabited of old as 


|, Eaſtern coaſt of Scotland. 1 

e, on jan ſetdom Fall to tied his Weed "od 

enemies, that generoflty of temper, which, it ap- 

* 4 -ipears from his poems, was a couſpieuouis part 

of his on character. Theſeiywhd/ ton much 

deſpiſe their enemies, do not reflect, that, the mo- 

re they take from the valour of their foes, the 

leſs merit they have themſelves, in conquering + 
wem. The cuſtom of depreciating enemies is 
not altogether oue of the reſinements of moders 

> heroiſm. This railing dispoſition is one of the . 

| de faults in Homer's characters, which,” „ 


* 
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fon of Dutha, end ſhall a thouſand lift their 
ſteel? Nuith would mourn, in his hall, for the 
departure of his fame. His eyes would turn 
from Lathmon, when the tread of his feet ap- 
proached. —— Go thou to the heroes, chief 
of Dutha; for I behold the ſtately ſteps of Oſſi- 
an. His fame is. worthy of my ſteel; let him 
* with Lathmon, - | 


The noble Sulmath came, 1 rejoiced in 
the words of the king. I raifed the ſhield on 
my arm; and Gaul Placed in my hand the 
ſword of Moni. We returned to the murmur- 
ing ſtream; Lathmon came in his ſtrength. His 
dark hoſt ied, like. the elouds, behind him; 
but the ſon of Nuath was bright | in his ſteel. 


Son of Fingal, ſaid the ks. thy Fr 
has grown on our fall. How many lie there 
of my people by thy hand, thou king of men! 
Lift now thy. ſpear,-againſt Lathmon; and lay 
the ſon of Nuith low. Lay him low among 

5 „ > We 


the bye, cannot be imputed to the poet, who 

kept to the manners of the times, of which he 

4 wrote. Milton has followed Homer in this re- 
ſpect; bur railing is leſs ſhocking in infernal ſpi- 

- rits, who are the objects of horror, than in 
heroes, who are ſet up as patterns of imitation, - 


„ 
9 
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his people, or thou thyſelf muſt al. it ſhall 
never be told in my halls, that my warriors fell 
in my preſence; that they fell in the preſence 
of Lathmon, when his ſword refted by his ſide: 
the blue eyes of Cutha *) would roll in tears, 
and her ſteps be _— in the vales of Dun- 


lathmon. 


Neither ſhall it be old; 1 119000 that 
the ſon of Finga! fled. Were his ſteps covered 
with darkneſs, yet would not Oſſian fly; his 
ſoul would meet him and ſay, Does the bard 
of Selma fear the foe?“ No, he does not at 
| {as foe. His Joy is in he midſt of battle. 


Lathmon came on with. his far 5 oak 
pierced the ſhield of Offian. I felt the cold 
ſteel at my ſide; and drew the {word of Mor- 
ni: I cut the ſpear in twain; the bright point 
fell glittering, on the ground. The ſon of 
Nuith- burnt in his wrath, and lifted high his 
ſounding ſhield. His dark eyes rolled above 
it, as bending forward, it ſhone like a gate 


of braſs. * Often s ſpear pierced the bright- 
VER neſs 


8 
\ 


7) Cuthe appears to have been Lathmon' s wife or 
miſtreſs. | AE 
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neſs. of its boſſes, and funk in a tree that roſe 
behind. The ſhield hung on the quivering lan- 
ee: but Lathmon ſtill advanced. Gaul foreſaw 

the fall of the chief, and | ſtretched his buckler 
before my ſword; when it deſcended, in & 
ſtream of light, over the king of Dunlathmon. - 


Lathmon beheld the ſon of Morni, and the 
tear ſtarted from his eye. He threw- the {word 
of his fathers on the ground, and ſpoke the 
words of the valiant. Why ſhould Lathmon 
fight agsinſt the firſt of mortal men? Your ſouls 
are beams from heaven; your {words the flames 


of death. Who can equal the renown of the 


heroes, whoſe actions are ſo great in youth: O 
that ye were in the-halls.of Nuith, in the green 
_ dwelling! of Lathmon! then would my father 


_ _ fay, that his fon did not yield to the feeble. — 


But who comes,” a mighty ſtream, along the 
ecchoing heath? the little hills are troubled he. 
fore him, and a thouſand ſpirits are on the 
beams of his ſteel; the ſpirits “) of thofe who 
are to fall by the arm of the king of reſound- 
ing Morven. — Happy art thou, o Fingal, 

r 


8 ) It was thought, in Oſian's time , thar each per - 
ſon had his attending ſpirit. The traditions con- 
cerning this opinion age dark and unſatisfactory, 


thy ſons ſhall fight | thy battles ; they go forth 
before thee; and E return with the 5 os 
renown.” ; 1 4 jt om Nat | 


1 


W NN 


Fingal came, in his. mildneſs, rejoicing, in | 
ſecret over the actions of bis ſon. Morni's face 

brightened with gladneſs, and bis aged eyes 
looked faintly. thropgh the tears of, Joy. We 

came to the halls of Selma , and fat round the 
feaſt of ſhells. The maids of the ſong came 
into our preſence, and the mildly- bluſhing 

Evirallin. Her. dark hair ſpread on her neck 

of ſnow, her eye rolled in ſecret on Oſſian; 
ſhe touched the harp of muſic, and we bleſſed | 
the daughter of Branno, 


Fingal roſe in his place, and ſpoke to 
Dunlathmon's battling king. The ſword of 
Trenmor trembled by hig-ſide , as: he lifted up 
his mighty arm. Son of*Nuith , he ſaid, why 
doſt thou ſearch for fame in Morven? We are 
not of the race of the feeble; nor do our 
ſwords gleam over the weak. When did we 
come to Dunlathmon; with the ſound of war? 
Fingal does not delight in battle, though his 
arm is ſtrong, . My renown grows on the fall 
of the haughty. The lightning of my ſteel : 
pours on the proud in arms. The battle co. | 

of, EE A 
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mes; and the tombs of the valiant riſe; the 
tombs of my people riſe! O my fathers! and 1 
at laſt muſt remain, alone. But I will remain 
renowned, and the departure of my ſoul ſhall 
be one ſtream of light. Lathmon! retire to 
thy place. Turn thy battles to other lands. 
The race of Morven are renowned, and their 
foes are the ſons of the unheppy. | 
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arkneſs dwells cron Windes though 
the moon ſhews half her face on the hill. 


The daughter of night turns her eyes away; 


MY RET 


f 9 Gaul, the ſon of Mori. attended Lathmon into 


his own country, after his being defeated in 
Morven, as related in the preceding poem. He 
was kindly entertained by Nuäth, the father f 
Lathmon; and fell in love with his daughter 
Oithbna. —= The lady was no lefs enamoured 
of Gaul, and a day Was fixed for their marriage. 
In the mean time Fingal, preparing for an ex- 
pedition into the country of the Britons, ſent 
for Gaul. He obeyed , and went; but not 
without promiſing to Oith6na, to return, if he 
_ ſurvived the war, by a certain day, —— Lath - 
mon too was obliged to attend his father Nuãth 
in his wars, and Oithona was left alone at Dun- 
lathmon, the ſeat of the family.  Dunrom- 


30 


for ſhe beholds the grief that is coming. 
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* ſon . Morni is on the plain; - but thete 


* 


is 


math, lord of Uthal 1 luppoſed to be . of the 


Orkneys, taking advantage of the abſence of her 
friends, came and carried off, by force, Oithona, 


who had formerly rejected his love, into Tro- 


mathon, a deſart iſland, where he Hpoyed 


her in a cave. 


Gaul . the day appointed; heard of 
the rape, and failed to Tromäthon, to revenge 


hiinſelf on Dunrommath. When he landed, he 


found Oithona disconſolate, and reſolved not 
to ſurvive the loſs of her honour.— She 
ui him the ſtory of her ,misfortunes, and ſhe 


ſcarce ended, when Dunrommath, with his fol- 


lowers, appeared at the further end of the if- 
land. Gaul prepared to attack him, recommending 


ro Oithona to retire, till the battle was over. — 


She ſeemingly obeyed; but ſhe ſecretly armed 


herſelf, ruſhed into the thickeſt of the battle, 


and was mortally wounded. —— Gaul purſuing 


_ the flying enemy, found her juſt exſpir ing on the 
field: he mourned over her, raiſed her tomb, 


and returned to Morven, —— Thus is the ſto- 


ty handed down by tradition; nor is it given 
with any material difference in the poem, which 


opens 
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is noch g i in * hall. No long- dreaming -) 

beam of light comes trembling through the 

- gloom. The voice of \Oith6na *) is not 
heard amidft the en of the enn I Dur. 

ranna. — | | 


Whithe! « art thou gone in thy beauty, dark- 
| haired daughter of Nuith? Lathmon is in the 
field of the valiant. But thou didſt promiſe to 
remain in the hall; thou didft promiſe to remain 
in the hall, till the fon of Morni returned. Till 
he returned from Strumon, to the maid of his 


love. The tear was on thy cheek at his depar- | 


ture: the ſigh roſe in ſecret in thy breaſt, But - 
thou doſt not come to meet him, with er 1 
win the e ſound of the E — 


came to Baud towers. The gates were 


opens with Gaul's return to Dunlathmen, after 
| the psf Gua A 


9 8 Souls gentle „„ 
A | — viſit u „ 


; With 17 long levelled rule e of freaming light. 
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©) Oi-ch6na;) the virgin of tbe wave. | 


* 
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open And dark. The winds were bluſtering in 
the hall. The trees ſtrowed the threſhold with 
leaves} and the murmur of night-was bros d. 
Sad and ſilent, at a rock, the ſon of Morni 
ſat: his ſoul trembled for the maid; but he 
knew not whither to turn his courſe. . The 
ſon ) of Leth ſtood at a diſtance, and heard 
. the winds in his buſhy hair, But- he did not 
raiſe his voice, for he 25 the ſorrow of Gaul. 


9 7 Sleep A on . Wee The vi- 
fions of night aroſe. Oith6na ſtood in a dream, 
before the eyes of Morni's ſon, ' Her dark hair 
was looſe and disordered: her lovely eye rolled 
in tears. Blood ſtained her ſnowy arm. The 
robe half hid the wound of her breaſt. She 
ſtood over the Rae „and her voice was. heard, 


oo Supa the fon of Morn, be that was 10 
vely in the eyes of Oith6na? Sleeps Gaul at 
the diſtant, rock, and the daughter of Nuith 
low? The ſea rolls round the dark iſle of Tro- 
mithon ; I fit in my tears in the cave. Nor 

5 2 7 5 "0 
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*) Morlo, the ſon of Leth, is one of Fingal's moſt 
famous heroes. He and three other men at- 
e angeririon: bo n. | 


h - 
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40 1 fit done, 0 _ the dank ehief of Cu- 
thal is there. He is there in the rage of his 


* And what can Oitho us 9 


"A e blaſt GPS.” through the oak. 
The dream” of night departed, Gaul took his 
aſpen ſpear; he ſtood in the rage of wrath, 
Ofren did his eyes turn to the eaſt, and accuſe 
the lagging light. —— At length the morn- 
ing came forth. The hero lifted up the fail, 
The / winds came ruſtling from the bill; and he 
bounded on the waves of the deep. on 


the third day aroſe Tromithon, *), like: a blue 


| ſhield in the midſt of the ſea. The white wave 
| roared act its rocks; fad Oith6na ſat on n the 


9 #) DAY | | Wy 5 bor: nber 5 
, * bann, — * 4 


— — 8 058 bu EV tepondes, bur. 
H o u. Od. v. 20 | 


Then be to . Pheacia's" dnt coaſt , 

And woody mountdins half in vapours Joſt - | 
That lay before him 'indiſtin& and vaſt. 
Like a broad Thield amid the watry waſte. 9 


4 . heavy or deep - ſounding wave. __ 
C . N 
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coaſt. She looked on the rolling waters and 


ber tears deſeended.— But when ſhe ſaw 
Gaul in his arms, ſhe ſtarted and turned her 
eyes away. Her lovely check is bent and red; 
her white arm trembles by her fide. — Thri- 
ce ſhe ſtrove to fly from his preſence ; but her 
ſteps 2 ber as ſhe went. ale 

Dabgbter of Nuäth, ſaid the hero, why | 
doſt thou fly from Gaul? Do my eyes ſend 
forth the flame of death? Or darkens hatred in 


my ſoul? Thou art to ine the beam of the eeſt 


riſing in a land unknown. But thou covereſt 
thy face with ſadneſs, daughter of high Dun- 
lathmon! Is the*foe of Oithbna near? My ſoul 
burns to meet him in battle. The ſword trem- 


pied on the gas of Gaul, and longs to glitter 
in his hand. Speak, daughter of Nuith, 


2 thou not behold my tears? 


Car borne chlef of Strumon, replied- the 


ſighing maid, why comeſt thou over the dark- 


blue wave to Nutith's mournful daughter? Why 
did I not paſs away in ſecret, like the flower 
of the rock, that lifts its fair bead unſeen, and 
ſtrows its withered leaves on the blaſt? Why 


- didſt thou come, o Gaul, to hear my depart- 
4 


in ing 
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ing fi 897 1 paſs away in my youth; and my 


name ſhall not be heard. Or it will be heard 


with ſorrow, and the tears of Nuith will fall. 
Thou wilt be ſad, ſon of Morni, for the fallen 
fame of Oith6na; But ſhe ſhall ſleep in the 
narrow tomb, far from the voice of the mourn: 
er, — Why didſt thou come, chief of Strus 
—_— to the ſea- beat rocks of Tromathon? 


1 came to meet thy toes, daughter. of car- 


borne Nuitth ! the death of Cuthal's chief Jark- 
ens before me; or Morni's ſon ſiall 181. 
Oith6na | when Gaul is low, raiſe my tomb on 


that oo] rock; and when the dark - - bounding 


ſhip ſhall pelt, call the ſons of the. fea; call 
them, and give this ſword, that they may carry 
it to Morni's hall; that the grey - haired. hero 


may ceaſe to look towards the deſart for the 


return of his fon, 28 


N 127 


And ſhall. the Aide of Nutth ure? de A 


replied with +-butfting ſigh. Shall I live in 
Tromfthon z and the ſon of Morni low? My 


heart is not of that rock; nor my ſoul careleſs 


as that ſea, which lifts its blue waves to every 
wind, and rolls beneath the ſtorm. The blaſt 


which ſhall lay thee low, ſhall ſpread the bran- 
| hes of Oith6na on earth. We ſhall. wines to- 


5-Y 
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gether, ſon of car-borne Morni! — The 
narrow houſe is pleaſant to me, and the gray 
ſtone of the dead: for never more will I leave thy 
rocks, ſea· ſurrounded Tromithon! —— Night *) 
came on with her .clouds, after the departure 'of 
Lathmon, when he went to the wars of his fa- 
thers, to the moſs-covered rock of Duth6rmoth z 
night came on, and I fat in the hall, at the beam - 
of the oak. The wind was abroad in the trees. 
I heard the ſound of arms. Joy role in my face; 
for I thought of thy return. It was the chief of 
Cuthal, the red-haired ſtrength of Dunrommath. 
His eyes rolled in fire: the blood of my people 
was on his ſword. They who defended Oith6na, 
fell by the gloomy chief. — What could I do? 
My arm was weak; it could not lift the ſpear. 
He took me in my grief, amidſt my tears he 
raiſed the · ſail. He feared the returning ſtrength 
of Lathmon, the brother of unhappy Oith6na. - 
But behold, he comes with his people! the dark 
wave is divided before him! — Whither wilt 
thou turn thy ſteps,” fon of Morni? Many are 
' the warriors of Dunrommath ! 5 
My fteps never turned from battle, replied 
_ as he e his ſword; and ſhall 
1 begin 
2) Oithona relates, how ſhe was carried ws ok 
Dunronunath. 


* 
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4 beg to a Oithöna; „en thy foes are 
near? Go to thy eave, daughter of Nuith ,: fill 

our battle ceaſe. Son of Leth, bring the bows 
of our fathers; and the ſounding quiver of Mor- 
ni. Let our three warriors bend the yew. 
Ourſelves will lift the ſpear. They are an hoſt 
on the rock; but our ſouls are ſtrong. 


0 The daughter of Nuath went to 5 cave: 
a troubled joy roſe on her mind, like the red 
path of the lightning on a ſtormy claud — 
Her ſoul was reſolved, and the tear was dried 
from her wildly- looking eye. — Dunrommath 
1 approached; for he ſaw the ſon of Mor- 
ni. Contempt contracted his face, a ſmile is 
on his dark brown cheek; his red eye rolled, 
| halfconeeal'd, beneath his ſhaggy brows. 


Whence are the fons of the ſea? begun the 
gloomy chief. Have the winds driven you to 
the rocks of Tromithon ? Or come you in ſearch 


of the white-handed daughter of Nuitth ? The 


ſons of the unhappy , ye feeble men, come to 
the hand of Dunrommath. His eyes ſpare not. 
the weak; and he delights in the blood of ſtran- | 
gers. Oith6na is a beam of light, and the chief | 
of Cuthal enjoys it in ſecret; wouldſt thou come 
on its lovelineſs like a cloud, ſon of the feeble 
nt. C3 | hand? 


„„ o 1 r u o W A: 


hand? Thou, mayſt come, but ſhalt thou 
Wan to the balls of thy fathers? 


Doſt thou not know me, ſaid Gaul, red- 
haired chief of Cuthal ?. Thy feet were ſwift on 
the heath, in the battle of car- borne Lathmon; 
when the "Grord of Morni's ſon purſued his hoſt, 
in Morven's woody land. Dunrommath! thy 
words ace mighty, for thy warriors gather be- 
Hind” thee. But do I fear them, ſon of pride? 
F am not of the race of the feeble, 


Gaul da in his arms; Diane 
Aueh behind his people. But the ſpear of 
Gaul pierced the gloomy chief, and his ſword 
lopped off his head, as it bended in death. — 
The ſon of Morni ſhook it thrice by the lock; 
the warriors of Dunrommath fled. The arrows 
of Morven purſued them: ten fell on the moſſy 
rocks. The reſt lift the ſounding fail , and 
bound on the ecchoing deep, 


{ a> 


Gaul ates towards the cave of Oithôna. 

He beheld a youth leaning againſt a rock. An 
arrow had pierced his fide; and his eye rolled 
faintly beneath his helmet, —— The ſoul of 
Morni's fon is fad, he came and are the words 


of Fowl e | n 
: Can 
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Can the hand of Gaul heal thee , youth of 
the mournful: brow ?--1 have ſearebed for tl 
herbs,of the mountains; I have gathered them 
on the ſecret banks of their ſtreams- My hand 
has cloſed the wound of the valiant, and their 
eyes have bleſſed the ſon of Morni. Where 
dwelt thy fathers , warrior? Were they of the 
ſons of the mighty ? Sadneſs ſhall come, like 
night, on thy nene fireams; for thou art fl 


- F3 14 1 : ” 11 


len in thy youth. — | fl 


My fathers, replied the A * were er 
* ſons of the migbty; 3 but they ſhall not be 
fad ; for my fame is departed like morning- 
miſt. High, walls riſe on the banks of Duv- 
ranna; and ſee their moſſy towers in the ſtream; 
a rock aſcends behind them with its bending 
firs. Thou mayſt behold it far diſtant. There 
my brother dwells. He is renowned in battle: 


give him this glittering helmet. 


The helmet fell from the band of Gaul; for it 
was the wounded Oith6na. She had armed her- 
ſelf in the cave, and came in ſearch of death. 
Her heavy eyes are. half- cloſed ; the blood: pours - 


from her fide. \'—— ” 
Son of Morm, ſhe ſaid, prepare the nar- 


row tomb. Sleep comes, like a cloud, on my 
2E a C 4 | a ſoul. 


I dweit at Duvranna, in the bright beam of 


4 OITHONAr A POEM. 
coul. The eyes of Oith6na are dim. O had 


my fame! then had my years come on with 
joy; and the virgins would bleſs my ſteps. But 
1 fall in youth, ſon of Morni, and my father 
ſhall bluſh in his ball. — 


She fell pale on the rock of Tromithon. 
The mournful hero raiſed her tomb. He 
came to Morven; but we ſaw the darkneſs of bis 
ſoul. Offian took the harp in the praiſe of Oi- 
th6na. The brightnefs of the face of Gaul re- 
turned. But his figh roſe, at times, in the midſt 
of his friends, like blaſts that ſhake their unfre- 
quent wings, after the ſtormy winds are laid. 
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C R O M A 
A POEM*), | 


t was the voice of my love! few are his vi- 
ſits to the dreams of Malvina! Open your 
airy halls, ye fathers of mighty Toſcar. Un- | 
fold the gates of your clouds; the ſteps of | 
JJ. TE Gor 4 OM, PM BVA © 5 SOFTER BIT TEM 1 Mal- > ; 


. 


1 Of alvina the e. of Toſcar is overheard by 2 
ſſian, Jy the death of Oſcar her lover. 

Offian , to divert her grief, relates his own. 
actions in an- expedition, which he undertook, at 

Fingal's command, to aid Crothar the petty king ST 
of Croma, a country iu Ireland, againit Roth- 

mar who invaded his dominions. The | ſtory is TY 
delivered down thus, in tradition. Crothar king 1 
of Croma being blind with age, and his ſon 
too young for the field , Rothmar the chief of | 
Tromlo reſolved to avail himſelf, of the oppor- 
tuniĩty offered of annexing the dominions of Cro- 
thar to his own, He accordingly marched into 
e . to . Crothar, but which he - 


* : 2 


* . - 
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Malvina's Aer are near. 1 have heard a 
voice in my dream. I feel the fluttering of 
my ſoul. Why didſt thou come, o blaſt, from 
the dark rolling of the lake? Thy ruſtling 
wing was in the trees, the dream of Malvina 
departed. But ſhe beheld her love „when his 
robe of miſt flew on the wind; the beam of 
the ſun was on his ſkirts, they glittered like 
the gold of the ſtranger. It was the voice of 
my love! few are his vilits to my dreams! 


But thou dwelleſt i in the foul of Mattie, 
ſon of mighty Offian. My ſighs ariſe with the 
beam of the” eaſt; my tears deſcend with the 


drops of night. I was a lovely tree, in thy 
f 4 i preſen · 


held of Arth or Artho, who was at the time, 
ſupreme king of Ireland. 


/ 


Crothar being, on account of his age and 
blindneſs, unſit for action, fent for aid to Fin- 
gal king of Scotland; who ordered his ſon Of. 
fian to the relief of Crothar. Bur before his ar- 
rival Fovar-gormo , the ſon of Crothar , attacking 
Rothmar, was flain himſelf , and his forces to- 
rally 'defeated. Offian renewed the war; came 
to battle, killed Rothmar, and ronted his army. 
Croma being thus delivered of its enemies, Of- 
| 5 returned to Scotland, 
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preſence, Oſcar, with all my branches round 
me: but thy death came like a blaſt from the 
deſart, and laid my green head low; the ſpring 
returned with its ſhowers, but no leaf of mine 
aroſe. The virgins ſaw me filent in the hall, 
and they touched the harp of joy. The teer 
was on the cheek of Malvina; the virgins be- 
held me in my grief. Why art thou ſad, they 
ſaid; thou firſt of the maids of Lutha? Was he 
loyely as the beam of the en and e 
in thy fight? © - te e 3 
Pleaſant is thy hive in on an's ear, ery 
ter of ſtreamy Lutha! Thou haſt heard the mu- 
ſic of departed: bards in the dream of thy reſt , 
when ſleep fell on thine eyes, at the murmur 
of Moruth ). When | thou:didſt return from 
the chace, in the day of the ſun; thou haſt 
heard the muſic of the bards, and thy ſong is 
lovely. It is lovely, o Malvina; but it melts 
the fouls There is a joy in grief, when, peace 
dwells in the breaſt of the ſad. But forrow - 
waſtes the mournful, o daughter of Toſear, 
and their days are few. They fall away, like 
the flower, on which the ſun looks in his 
ſtrength , after the mildew has paſſed over it, 
ane its head is ben with the drops of night. 
. 


\ 


| = Mor'-ruth ; great ſtream. 


* 
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Attend to the tale of Oſſian, 40 he re- 
members the days of his youth. 

The king commanded; I raiſed my eie 
and ruſhed into the bay of Croma; into Cro- 
mas ſounding bay in lovely Innis- fail. “) 
High on the coaſt aroſe the towers of Crothar 
king of ſpears; Crothar renowned in the battles 
of his youth; but age dwelt then around the 
Chief. Rochmar raiſed the ſword againſt the 
hero; and the wreh of Fingal burned; He 
' ſent Olſian to meet Rothmar in battle, for the 
chief of Croma was the e * * 
youth, W, 

4% 1 ſent the. bard: beste me with aun 1 
came into the hall of Crothar. There fat the 
hero amidft the arms of his fathers, but his 


eyes had failed. His gray locks waved around 
à ſtaff, on which the warrior leaned. He hum- 
med the ſong of other times, when the ſound 


of our arms reached his ears. Crothar roſe, 
ſtretehed his aged _— and W the fon of 
Fingal. 6 >> 16 $6215 * 
Oſſian! ſaid the hor; the acidity of Cro- 
thar's arm has failed. O could I lift the ſword, 
as on the day that Fingal fought at Strutha! 
He was the firſt of mortal men; but Crothar 
had 

*) Innis - fail, one of the augiout names of Ireland. 
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bad alſo his fame. The- king df Nerven pra 


| fed me, and be placed on my arm the boſſy 
ſhield of Calthar , whom the hero had ſlain in 


war. Doſt thou not beliold it on the wall? for 


Crothar's eyes have failed. Is thy ſtrength, like 
thy father's, Oſſian? let the aged feel thine arm. 
I gave my arm to the hing; he feels it 


with his aged bands. The ſigh roſe in his 


breaſt, and his tears deſcended. Thou art ſtrong, 
my ſon, he ſaid, but not like the king of 
Morven. But who is like that hero among the 


mighty in war Let the feaſt of my halls be | 
ſpread; and let my bards raiſe the ſong; 1' Great 


is he that is mi ar N ſons 4 ecehoing 
Croma 4 | 1 Ba 
The feaſt is re The way is heard 
and joy is in the hall. But it was joy covering 
a ſigh, that darkly dwelt in every breaſt. It 
was like the faint beam of the moon ſpread on 


a cloud in heaven. At length the muſic ceaſed, 1 


and the aged king of Croma ſpoke; he "ſpoke 
without a tear, but the ligh ſwalled⸗ in the 
midſt of his voice. 34 


Son of Fingal! doſt this. not | behold the * 


darkneſs of Crothar's hall of ſhells? My foul 
was not dark at the feaſt, when my people liv- 
604-3 —_ in the e or . 
5 Is ay e n ee hen 


* 
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when my ſon ſhone in the hall. But, Offian, 
he is a beam that is departed „ and left no 
ſtreak of light behind. He is fallen, ſon of 
Fingal, in the battles of his 'father. +— Roth- 
mar the chief of graſſy. Tromlo heard that my 
eyes had failed; he heard that my arms were 
fixed in the hall, and the pride of his ſoul aro- 

ſe. He came towards Croma; my people fell 
before him. I took my arms in the hall, but 
what could ſightleſs Crothar do? My ſteps we- 
re unequal; my grief was great. I wiſhed for 
the days that were paſt. Days! wherein I 
. Fought ; and conquered in the field of blood, 
My ſon returned from the chace; the fair-haic- 
ed Fovar-gormo *), He had not lifted his 
ſword in battle, for his arm was young. But 
the ſoul of the youth was great; the fire of 
valour burnt in his eyes. He ſaw the disorder- 
ed ſteps of his father, and his ſigh aroſe. 
King of Croma, he ſaid, is it becauſe thou 
haſt no ſon ; is it for the weakneſs of Fovar- 
gorma's arm, that thy ſighs ariſe? 1 begin, my 
father, to feel the ſtrength of my arm; I have 
drawn the ſword of my youth; and I have bent 

the bow. Let me meet this Rothmar, with 


A 0 E NM. | I» 1 


as et bi 4 ar 's wy. 
father; for 1 n. my burning foul. #1; WIFE \ 


pe nat of {1x 


the youths of Croma: let me 


And thou ſhalt meet him, I ſaid, fon of 
the 1 Crothar! But let others advance 
before thee, that I may hear the tread of thy 


*. 
= 


feet at thy return; for my eyes behold thee 


not, fair higech Forer Forme . He Went; 


he met the foe; he fell. The ſoe advances to- 


wardꝭ Croma. He who flew my ſony i is near, 
| Wane all his I eee N ed | 


4 
4170 if 


Iris not, time to fill. 4 "een, 1. . 


ad tool my ſpear. My people ſaw the fire 


of my eyes; and they roſe around. All night 
we ſtröde along the heath. Gray morning roſe 
in the eaſt.” A green narrow vale appeared be- 
fore us; nor did it want its blue ſtream. The 


dark hoſt of Rothmar, are on its banks, with 


all their glittering arms. We fought along the 
vale ; they fled; Rothinar ſunk beneath my 


ſword. Day had not deſcended in the weſt, 


when I brought his arms to Crothar. The aged 


hero felt them with his benz; Ny joy 55 a 5 


ened in his ul. 328 . 4 


88 n ee e e, 


The prople gather to the hall; 95 fond 


of the ſhells is hend Then harps ere ſtrung; 
as is 3 9 00m 


— 
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ve bards advance, and ſing, by turns), the 


Praiſe of Oſſian; they poured forth their burn - 


ing ſouls, __ the wow anſwered to their voice. 
2092 kat A (0 nos 1 4 The 


| | 1 38 N 50. 2} 
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* Thee e extempore - - compoſitions we were in great re- 
* pute among ſuceeeding bards. The pieces exſtant 
Hof that kind ſhew more of the good ear, than 
of the poetical genius of their authors. The 

translator has ouly met with one poem of this 
ſort, which he thinks worthy of being preſerved. 


author ſeems to have obſerved his muntier j aud 
adopted ſome of his expreſſions. The: ſtory of it. 
is this. Five bards, paſſing the night in the houſe . 


of achief, who was a poet himſelf, went ſever · 


x ally to make their obſervations on 971 and re- 
ruined with an extempore - -deſcription | of, night. 
The night happened to be one in Oftober, as 

appears from the poem; and in the north of 


Scotland, it has all that variety, which che bord | 


ee to it, in their deſcriptions. | 


* 


vs r Bub. 
_ is „ dull 2 4 The Aa ban on the hills, 
No ſtar with green "trembling beam; no moon 
looks from the ſky, I hear the blaſt in the 
+, wood; but I hear it dittane, far. The ſtream of 
| 'S ks the 


* 


It is a thouſand years later than Oſſian, but the 


f 


e 


The joy of Croma was great; for peace return: 
ed to e — The — came on with filen- 


5 4 + 52 * 4 | "2 ce; 
f 8 ni 
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the. valley murmurs; but its murmur is ſullen 
and ſad. From the tree at the grave of the dead 

the long -howling owl is heard. I fee a dim 
form on the plain! —— It is a ghoſt! it 
fades —— it flies. Some funeral ſhall pats chis 
way : the meteor marks the path: 


The diſtant dog is oaths From the hat of 

the hill, The ſtag lies on the; mountain - moſs : 

de bind is at his fide. She hears the wind in 
n „ 08" en She tarts „but lies pts. 


3: The, roe is in No cleft of the rock; the heath- 
| _cock's head is beneath his wing. No beaſt, no 
bird i is abroad, but the owl. and the, Howling 
"fox. She on a leafleſs tree: he in a cloud. on 
the hill. a4, rt ay. 


LE. 'Datk, panting, trembling, 11 W 
nus loſt” his Wa. Through, ſhrubs, through 
worse, he gbes, Geng the "gurgling ri. He 
fears the rock and the fen. He fears the ghoſt 
of night. The old tree groans to the blaſt; the 
4 4 falling, branch reſounds. The wind drives the 
withered ;hurs, clung taggther, along the gras. 
It is the light tread; of. een eee You eee 
amidſt the night. A ary 
»23 | | D 2 i Dark, 


: 


32 


ce, and the morning returned with joy. 
| foe came in darkneſs, with his glittering ſpear. 
The joy of Croma was great; for the gloomy | 
| Rothmar was fallen, 


4 


- 
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No 


* 


Dark, duſky, howling is night, cloudy, windy, 


and full of ghoſts! The dead are abroad! my 


friends , receive me from the night. 


s ο an 


The wind is up. The ſhower deſcends. The 
Hir pirit of the mountain ſhrieks. Woods fall from 
high. Windows flap. The growing river roars. 
The traveller attempts the ford. Hark that Thriek! 
he dies: —— The ftorm drives the horſe from 
the hill, the goat, the lowing cow. They 'tremble 
* * gr ſhower, beſide we mouldering bank. 


The n ſtarts from ſleep in his lonely 
hut; he wakes the fire decayed.” His wet dogs 
finoke around him. He, fills, the. chinks with 


heath. Load 1 two mounta r fir 2 which 
e 185 01 01. 1821 
Sad on the 11. hs a nth. th wandering ſhep- 


rr firs.” The tree feſbund Above tim, The 
ſtream toars Yown the rock. He Waits for the 


WEIS. moon; /ts' glide” him to his home, 


| F 5-9 'S var x. $4.45 


Ghoſts 


I raiſed” Pp voice for Foyar- did e 2 

a laid che chief in eurth. The aged Croth rer 
was there, but his gh way not heard. He 
| ſearch · 


. "# : 
4 


Ghoſts ride on the ſtorm to-night. Sweet is 
their voice between the ſqualls of winds Theix 
ow ef other worlds. i 


*. T! nM *% - x A 


| The x fein i is e paſt. The dry tad blows, ; "ns | 
| " roar, and. windows flap. Cold drops tall from KD: 
the roof, I ſee the ſtarry ſky. Bur # ſhower » 
gathers again. The weſt is gloomy and dark. 
Night is ſtormy and e receive ule , my 
— . friends, from va. 6", Wire "3 | 2 "5 7 


— 


e Baan, 


The wind ffill ſounds between the hills, and 
' Whiſtles through the graſs. of the rock. The firs . 
fall from their place, The- turfy hu js torn, l 
The clouds, divided, fly over the ſxky, and ſhew 
the burning ſtars. The meteor, token off death! | 
flies ſparkling through the gloom, It reſts 'on -þ 
the hill, I ſee the withered: fern, the dark - brown. 
ed rock, the fallen oak, Who is that in his 
N . e by the ſtream? f , ; 
ne $84 35-0004 + 
Aid av durts« . = | 
8 its rocky ſides. The boat is brimful i in the cove 3 3 


f 
5 
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ſearched for the wound of his ſon,- .and. found 
it in his breaſt. Joy roſe in the face of the 
aged. Ile came and ſpoke to Oſſian. 

N King 


PF 


af "the pars on the rocking tide. A maid fits fad 
eck deſide the roc, and eyes the rolling ſtream. 
Her lover promiled to come. She ſaw his boat, 
When yet it was light, on the lake. Is this his 
broken boat on the ſhore? Are thele his} groaus 
1 (l ; 
on 1 wind? 


# 3 We  * $44. 
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Hark! th hail rattles around. The flaky fnow 

- deſcends; The tops of the hills are white. The 

N ſtormy winds abate, Various is the night and 
cold; receive me, my friends, from night. 


. * 2 1 4 


Four TH BARD. 


12 % Night i is calm and fair; blue, Wen ſettled is 

night. The winds, with the clouds, are gone. 

They fink behind the hill. The moon is up on 

| N mountain. Trees glitter: ſtreams ſhine on 

the rock. OT ee er . n 
| ſtream of the vale. | 4 


Life the trees overturned ; the ſhocks of corn 
on the plain. The wakeful | hind rebuilds the 


© Calm, 


A * Or? 


King of ſpears! he ſaid, my on Ras not 


fullen without his fame. The young Aae 


| on not fly; ; but met death; "86" be went for. 


ward 


Calm, ſertled, fair is night! < —— - "Who comes 


from the place of the dead? That form with the 
robe of ſnow; white arms and dark - brown hair! 
It is the daughter of the chief of the people; ; ſhe 


that lately fell! Come, let us view thee, o maid! 


. thou that haſt been the delight of heroes! ! The 
| ] blaſt drives the, Phantom away; white, Jones, 
11 21 it aſcends the hilt 


The breezes 3 blue miſt, ſlowly over 


the narrow vale. It riſes on the hill, and joins 


its head to heaven. —— Night is ſettled, calm, 


blue, ftarry, bright with the moon. Receive me 


not, my friends; for lovely is the night. 
Frirru BARD, 

Night is calm, but dreary. The moon is in a 

cloud in the weſt, Slow moves that pale beam 


: along the ſhaded hilt. The diſtant wave is heard. 
a The torrent murmurs on the rock. The cock i is 
| heard from the booth. Mare than half the night 


is paſt, The houle - wife, groping in the gloom, 
rekindles the ſettled fire. The hunter thinks, a x 


—_ 
— 


n. — ay 
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al 


ward in, his ſtreng ch, Happy ere they who die 
in von h, when, their, tenoun is heard! The 


Co M 4 


feeble. will no behold them in the hall; or 


linile 


aa approaches, and calls his boundiyg dogs. He 
dende the hill, and whiſtles on his way... A blaſt 

oves the cloud. He fees the ſtarry plongh of 
te north, Mach of the night is to. paſs, He 


| Hods by the mofly, | rock, 


tak} thewhirlwind'i is in "the Wd A low 
murmur in the vale! ! It is the mighty army of 
the 1885 returning "from the air, on nl 


he | hd behind the hill. The beam is 


till on that lofty rock, Long are the ſhadows 


af the trees. Now it is dark over all. Night is 


-Areary, filent, and dark; receing mm” 7 friends, 
from night. 8 


— 


The CHIEF. 
Let clouds reſt on the hills, ſpirits, fly, and tra · 


vellers fear. Let the winds of the woods ariſe , 


the ſounding ſtorms deſcend, Roar, ſtreams and 
windows flap, and green · winged. weteors fly ; 


riſe the pale moon from behind ber. hills, or 
incloſe her head in clouds; night is alike to me, 
blue, ſtormy , or n the ſky, Night flies 


" 


ſmile. 


24-1 A7 PVO BE M. 5 4 * | Jy 
at their trembling hands. Theis demory | 


ſhall, be honoured-in the ſong 3.the young toe 
of the virgin falls. But the aged wither away, 


I 1 2 


5 * Ingregss and the fame of {their ere begins 


*S 1 ' 
gat andi zi await 1190 wore vw to- 


4 


* 
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before the beam, when it abode on che hill 


The young day returns from his clouds , but we 
return no more. | | 


Where are Ne chiefs of old? Where our | 
kings of mighty name? The fields of their batt- 


les are filent.» Scarce their moſſy tombs remain. 


We ſhall alſo > be. forgot. This lofty houſe ſhall 
fall, Ohr ſons ſhall nor behold the ruins in 


graſs. They ſhall aſk of the aged, Where 


ſtood the walls We our fathers?” 


Raiſe the 1 and, firike che harp; ſend 5 


round the ſhells of joy. Suspend a hundred ta- 


pers on high. Youths and maids, begin the dance. 
Let ſome gray bard be near me, to tell the deeds | 
of other times ; of kings renowned in our land A 
of chiefs we behold no. more, Thas let the | 


night paſs, until morning ſhall - appear in our 


RA. 


halls. Then let the bow be at hand, the dogs, 
the youths of the chace. We ſhall aſcend the 
hill vith day; and wake the deer. 3 I, = 


* 


Ds 


to be er They foll in ſeeret; the figh of 
their ſon is not heard. Joy is around their 
tomb; and the ſtone of their fame is placed 
without à tear, Happy are they who die in 


youth, when their renown is around them! 
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1 thy Ib mids 0 . round the 4 
narrow plain of Lutha ). Let the green -+ 
woods ang © over rome: teas: mountains; . 
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r ee wat ee THE $10 ani” Wh dt Oy : 
* This poem is reputed. to have | vs comppſed by. i 
Offian, a little time before his death; and con- 
2M ſequently it is known in tradition by no „ 


| 5 name than Offen, laſt Dum. The translatoe e: 
at haas taken the liberty, to call it ir Berrathon , from 3 
the epiſode concerning the re-eftabliſhment : Sl 
 Larchmor king of chat ifland., after, he had been 
 derhroned by bis on ſon Urhal, Fingal in hie: 
E ro Lochlin, Ling. B, 1. whither he 3 
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h Wo Tad fits Jon te * impoſſible, at * ; 
Aiſtance of time, to ascertain whiere the des '$ 
here [deſctibed lies, Tradition is | Glention than 
dend, and therg/, is; nothing a 282 "> 
16 which a conjecture can be drawn. | — 
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the. fun look. on it at noon The thiſtle As 

there on its rock, arfd ſhakes its beard. to the 

wind.” The flows ower — its heavy head, WAV 
ing 


93 . * 
had been invited by Starno the "TEM of Agan- 
decca, ſo often mentioned in Offian's poems , 
| touched at Berrathon, an illand of Scandinavia, 
| vow he was kindly entertained 'by Larthmor 
”:- » the petty king of the place, who was a vaſſal 
"Eon kings of Lochlin. The hoſpitali- 
' ty of Larthmor gained him Fingal's friendſhip : 
which that hero manifeſted, after the impriſon- 
| ment of Larthmor by his own ſon, by ſending 
* Offian and Toſcar, the father of Malvina ſo of 
i, ren mentioned, to reſcue Larthmor, and to pu- 
. nich the unnatural behaviour of Uthal. Uthal 
„ handſome to a proverb , and conſequently 
much admired "by the ladies. Nina - thoma, the 
beautiful daughter of Torthoma, a neighbour- 
ing prince g fell in love and fled with him. He 
proved unconſtant; > for another lady , Whoſe na- 
me is not mentioned , gaining his affections, 
he confined Nina - thoma to a deſart iſland near 
the coaſt of Berrathon. She was relieved by 
\ | ” Offian, who, in company with Toſcar, landing 
on Berrathon, | defeated. the forces of -Uthal, 
and killed him in a ſingle combat. Nina - tho- 
* ma, , whoſe love not all the bad behaviour 
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IU EKETT JE $95 BURT 7US & j0iW of 
3-1 4 b 


189 


* 


+4 0% NE dA @. 


ing, at times, to t the gale. Why doſt thou 
awake me, o gale? it ſeems to ſayz I am ro- 
vered with the drops of heaven. The time of 
my fading is near, and the blaſt that ſhall 
oy my. leaves. OE ſhall the travel- 


$ 9 
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of Uthal could eraſe, hearing of his death, died 
of grief. In the mean time Larthmor is reſtor- 
ed, and Offian and' Toſcar TREES * eee 
© to Fingal. „ ids . 


| LEW 


— 


TE f | '# #153 353 
. "The Pease, poem opens with an * on 
the death of Malvina, the. daughre er of Toſcar, 
and cloſes with preſages of the poers death. 
11 is almoſt altogether in a lyric: , 637 Wh and 
| has that melancholy air, which diſtinguifhes 1 g 
remains of the works of Olſian. 11 Ever 
compdſed any Thing of a "merry turn, , it Is Een 
ice loſt. The ſerious and melafcholy make | 
the moſt liſting” imprefſions” on tlie Ham mind 
and bid faireſt for being transmitted from gene. 
ration to generation by tradition. Nor is it 
probable, that Oſſian dealt much in chearful 
compoſition. Melancholy is ſo much the compan- 
ion of a great genius, that it is difficult to ſe- \ 
parate the idea of levity from chearfulneſs, which \ 
is ſometimes the mark of an amiable dispoſition, , 
but never che \charaderiſtic of "__ parts. 
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ter/coihe, be that fow- me in my beautys ball 


come; h eyes will ſearch the field; hut they 
will not find me. — So ſhall they ſearch in 
vain, for the voice of Cona, after it has failed 
in the fiald. The bunter ſhall come ſorth in 
the morning, and the voice of my harp ſhall 
not be heard. Where i is the ſon of car-borne 
ae The tear wil be on his cheeks 


- 


4s "Thad « come A 0 e ) with all 
thy muſic, come; lay Oflian in the plain of 


Lutha: let his tomb riſe in the lovely field. — 


Malvina! where art thou, with thy ſongs; with 
the ſoft ſound of thy ſteps? - — Son * of 


Alpin, art chou near? where i is ; the daughter of 


Toſcar? Lode 115 We % adit 
1 bed, o fon 4 Fingal, bo Tar - -lathe's 


moſſy walls. The ſmoke. of the hall was ceaſ- 


5 . A 
wn by £3 2 10 11 ts 5 Ko 


OO 
/ 7 1 1 . 


7 | ot: 


*) Mal .dvm. 5h. nos Mb . 'Ga- 
lic language has the- Tame found with v in 
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* . Tradition has not n down * ks of 
- this "fon of Alpin. His father was one of 
"Fingal's principal bards, art "be appears "himſelf 
to have had a poetical genius. 
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The voice of the chace was over. I ſuw the 
daughters of the bow. 1 aſked about Malvina; 
but they anſwered not. They turned their fa- 
ces away: thin darkneſs covered their heauty. 
They were like ſtars, on a rainy hill, by night, 
: each looking faintly through her miſt, _ 28 
* 

Pleaſant 2 be thy. reſt, 0 lovely TINT 
ſoon haſt thou ſet on our. | hills! The ſteps of 
thy departure were ſtately, like the moon on 
the blue, trembling wave. But thou haſt left 
us in darkneſs, firſt of | the maids of Luthe! 
We ſit, at the rock, and there is no voice; no 
light but the meteor of fire! Soon haſt car 
at ns. W of Wan Toſcar ! : 
Hur 
| But 6065 riſeſt like the beam of the eaſt, 
among the ſpirits of thy friends, where they ſit 
in their ſtormy hells, the chambers of the 
thunder. A cloud hovers over Cona: its 
blue curling fi ſides are high. The winds are 
beneath it, with thei wings; within it is the 

| "197 ot rl * "FI, ., dvell-/ | 
| 5 *) Offian, fk, He calls Malvina a beam, of light, 
and cogtinyee the metaphor wege. the 225 
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dwelling *) of Fingal. - There the, ber fits in 


darkneſs; his airy ſpear is in his hand. His 


ſhield half covered with clouds, is like the 


darkened moon; when one half ſtill remains in 
the wave, and the other looks "_ on the 
field. 5 a 

His friends ſit around the king, on 9 
and hear the ſongs of Ullin: he ſtrikes the half. 


viewleſs harp; and raiſes the feeble voice. The 
leſſer heroes, with a thouſand meteors, light 


the airy hall. Malvina riſes, in the midſt; a 


bluſh is on her cheek. She beholds the un- 
ktiown faces of her fathers, and turns aſide * 


humid eyes. 


Art . come ſo . ſaid Fingal, 3 

ter of generous Toſcar? Sadneſs dwells in the 

7s #) The n of this ideal palace of Fingal i is 

very poetical, and "agreeable to the notions of 

| thoſe times, concerning the ſtate of the deceaſed, 

15 who were ſuppoſed to purſue, after death, the 

pleaſures and employments of their former life, 

The ſituation of Offian's heroes, in their ſepara- 

te ſtate, if not entirely happy, is more agreeable, 

- than the notibns of the ancient Greeks concern · 

ing their 9 heroes. Ses Hom. Odyif 
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halle of Like! My aged top *) is Tad. 1 , 
hear the breeze of Cona, that was wont to life \ 
thy heavy locks. . It comes to the hall, but | 

; thou art not there; its voice is mournful among 7 
the arms of thy fathers. Go with thy ruftling - 
wing, o breeze! and ſigh on Malvina's tomb. 

It riſes yonger beneath the rock, at the blue 3 


ſtream of Lutha. The maids are departed to d 
their place; and thou alone, o W mourns - 
eſt there. 


But who comes ch the duiky weſtz up- 

ported on a eloud ? A ſmile is on his gray, 
watry face; his locks of miſt fly on \the wind: 

he bends forward on his airy ſpear: it is thy "4 
father , Malvina ! Why ſhineſt thou, ſo foo, — 
on our clouds , he ſays, o lovely light of Lu- 

tha! —— But thou wert ſad, my daughter, 

for thy friends were paſſed, away,. The ſons of 

little men * 4 were in 7K. halls, and none 
ag pitt is * | 3 . 72 oR oo e | 
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| ) Offiar dan, ſy" had a rear Fiendhip, eB Malvina . 
both on account of her love for his ſon Olear. 
and her attention to his own poems. 


#*) That is, the young e who ſung the funeral 
5 elegy oder her tomb: 4144 
0.) Offfan, by way of disreſpect, calls thee, who 


facceeded the heroes whoſe ations he celebrates, h 2 
E 2 5 21 * = the 7 
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. of the heroes, but Offian king of 
Wm aa Tali 


And doſt thou remember Oflian, car-borne 
Toſcar *) ſon of Conloch? The battles of our 
youth were many; our ſwords went together 
to the field. They ſaw us coming like two 
falling rocks; and the ſons of the ſtranger fled. 
There come the warriors of Cona, they ſaid; 
their ſteps are in the Paths of the vanquiſhed.” 


Draw near, a of Alpin, to the ſong of 
"the aged. The actions of other times are in my 
ſoul: my memory beams on the days that are 
paſt. On the days of the mighty Toſcar, when 
our path was in che deep. Draw near, ſon of 

Alpin, , 


the ſons of little men. Tradition' is entirely filent 
cencerning what paſſed in the north, immediate- 
h after the death of Fingal and all his heroes: 
but it appears from that term of ignominy juſt 

mentioned, that the aQions of their ſucceſſors 
4 were not to de Younpard to _ thoſe of the re- 


] Toſcar was the fon of that Conloch, who was 
alſo father to the lady, whoſe unfortunate death 

| bs related in the laſt epiſode of the ſecond book 
of Fingal, Ev 
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1 to the laſt found =P an the voice of | 
Cona. 
The king of Morven ad and I 
raiſed my fails to the wind. Toſcar chief of 
Lutha ſtood at my ſide, as 1 roſe on the dark. 
blue wave. Our courſe was to ſea-ſurrounded 
Berrathon **), the iſle of many ſtorms. There 
dwelt, with his locks of age, the ſtately 
ſtrength of Larthmor, Larthmor, who ſpread 
the feaſt of ſhells to Comhal's mighty ' ſon, 
when he went to Starno's-hells, in the days of 
Agandecca. - But when the chief was. old, the 
pride of his ſon aroſe, the pride of fair · haired 
Uthal, the love of a thouſand maids, He bound 
the aged. Larthmor , and dwelt in his andi 
halls. 6 
_ + Long pined the king in his cave » beſide 
his rolling ſea. - Morning did not come to his 
dwelling ; nor the burning oak by night. But 
87 e 
TY 'Ofian ſeems to inch by this expreſſion, that 
this poem was the laſt of his compoſition ; ſo 
that there is ſome foundation for the traditional 
title of the laſt bymn of Offian. | 
*) Barrathon, a promontory in the midſt of WAVES. 
The poet gives it the epithet of ſea - ſurrounded, 


to prevent its being taken for a a peninſula in the 


lireral ſenſe. a 
OP * 
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the wind of ocean was there, and the parting 
beam of the moon. The red ſtar looked on 
the king, when it trembled on the weſtern wa- 
ve. Snitho came to Selma's hall: Snitho com- 
panion of Larthmor's. youth. He told of the 
king of Borrathon: the wrath of Fingal roſe. 
Thrice he asſumed the ſpear, reſolved to ſtretch 
his hand to Uthal. But the memory *) of his 
actions roſe before the king, and he ſent his 
ſon and Toſcar. Our joy was great on the 
rolling ſea; and we often half - unſheathed our 
{words * For never before had we. fought 
alone, 


% 


Big The meaning of the poet is, that Fingal remem- 
bered his own great actions; and conſequently 
would not ſully them by engaging in a petty 

War agaiaſt Uthal, who was ſo far his inferior 
in valour and power. 


905 The impatience of young warriors, going on their 
flirſt expedition, is well marked by their half-draw- 
ing their ſwords. The modeſty of Offiay, in 
his narration of a Eds which does him to much 
honour , is remarkable; and his humanity ro 
Ninathoma would grace a hero of our own po- 
lifhed age. Though Oſſian paſſes over his own 
actions in ſilence, or ſlightly mentions them; 
tradition has done ample juſtice to his martial 
fame, and perhaps has exagg gerated the actions 
of the poet beyond the bounds of credibility. 
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alone, in the battles of the ſpear. Night came 
down on the ocean; the winds departed on 
their wings. Cold and pale is the moon. The 
red ſtars lift their heads. Our courſe is flow 


along the coaſt of Berrathon; the white waves 


tumble on the rocks. 


What voice is that, ſaid Toſcar , which 


—_ 


eames hetween the ſounds of the waves? It is 


ſoft, but mournful, like the voice of departed 
bards. But I behold the maid *), ſhe ſits on 
the rock alone. Her head bends on her arm 
of ſnow.: her dark hair is in the wind. Hear, 
ſon of Fingal, her ſong, it is ſmooth as the 
gliding waters of Lavath. —— We came to 
the ſilent bay, and heard. the maid of night. 5 


How long will ye roll around me, blue- 
tumbling waters of ocean? My | dwelling was 


not always in caves, nor beneath the whiſtling 


tree. The feaft was fpread in Torth6ma's hall; 
my farther delighted in my voice. The youths 


beheld me in the fteps of my lovelinefs, and 
they bleſſed the dark-haired Nina-thoma. It was 
then thou didſt come, o Uthal! like the ſun of 


heaven. 


„) Nina- thoma the daughter of Torthöma, who had 


been confined ro a deſart iſland by her lover Uthal : 


heaven. The ſouls of the virgins are thine, 
ſon of generous Larthmor! But why doſt thou 
leave me alone in the midſt of roaring waters? 
Was wy ſoul dark with thy death? Did my 
white hand lift the ſword? Why then haſt thou 
left me alone, king of high Finthormo! “) 


The tear ſtarted from my eye, when I 
| heard the voice of the maid. I ſtood before 
her in my arms, and ſpoke the words of pea- 
ce. —— Lovely dweller of the cave, what 
ſigh is in that breaſt? Shall Oſſian lift his ſword 
in thy preſence, the deſtruction of thy foes? — 
Daughter of Torth6ma, riſe, I have heard the 
words of thy grief. The race of Morven are 
around thee, who never injured the weak. 
Come to opr dark-boſomed ſhip, thou brighter 
than that ſetting moon. Our courſe is to the 
rocky Berrathon, to the ecchoing walls of Fin- 
thormo. She came in her beauty, ſhe 
came with all her lovely ſteps. Silent joy bright- 
ened in her face, as when the ſhadows fly from 
the field of ſpring ; the blueſtream is rolling 

F | | in. 


) Finthormo, the palace of Uthal. The names in 

this epiſode are not of a Celtic eriginal; which 

makes it probable that Oſſian founds his 
on A true ſtory. | 


— 
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in brightneſs, and the greek. buſh bends over 
its courſe. . 1 5 
The morning roſe with its beams. we 
came to Rothma's bay. A boar ruſhed from the 
wood; my ſpear pierced his fide. I rejoiced 
over the blood *), and foreſaw my growing 
fame. —— But now the ſound of Uthal's train 
came from the high Finthormo; they ſpread over 
the heath to the chace of the hoar. Himſelf 
comes ſlowly on, in the pride of his ſtrength. 
He lifts two pointed ſpears. On his fide is the 
' hero's ſword. Three youths carry his poliſhed 
bows: the bounding of five dogs is before him. 
| His warriors move on, at a diſtance, admiring 
the ſteps of the king. Stately was the ſon of 
Larthmor ! but his ſoul was dark. Dark as the 
troubled face of the moon , when it foretels 
the ſtorms. 
We roſe on. the heath befors the. vows he 
ſtopt in the midſt of his courſe. - His warriors 


ie | 


9 Oman thought, that his . the ho on his 
_ firſt landing in Berrathon, was a good omen of 
his future ſucceſs in that iſland, ., The preſent _ 


highlanders look with a degree of ſuperſtition, - 


(+ "$1 upon the ſucceſs of their firſt action, after they 
have engaged in any deſperate EY 
ES 
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gathered around, and a gray - haired bard ad- 
vanced. Whence are the ſons of the ſtrangers? 
begun the. bard. The children of the unhappy 
come to Berrathon; to the word of car- borne 
 Uthal. He ſpreads no feaſt in his ball: the 
blood of ſtrangers is on his ftreams. If from 
Selma's walls ye come, from the moſly walls 
of Fingal, chuſe three youths to go to your 
King, to tell of the falls of his people. Perhaps 
the hero may come and pour his blood on 
Uthal's ſword; ſo ſhall the fame of Finthormo 
ariſe, like the growing tree of the vale. ; 


Never will it riſe, o bard, I ſaid in the 
pride of my wrath. He would fhrink in the 
preſence of Fingal, whoſe eyes are the flames 
of death. The fon of Comhal comes, and the 
Kings vaniſh in his preſence; they are rolled 
together, like miſt, by the breath of his rage. 
Shall three tell to Fingal, that his people fell? 
Yes! —— they may tell it, bard! but his 
people ſhall fall with fame, 


I ſtood in the darkneſs of my ſtrength; 
Toſcar drew his {word at my ide, The foe 
came on like a ſtream: the mingled found of 
death .2roſe. Man took man, ſhield met ſhield; 
ſteel mixed its beams with ſteel, — Darts 
4 N | | f hiſs . 
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hiſs through air ; ſpears ring on mails; and 


ſwords on broken bucklers bound. As the noiſe 


of an aged grove beneath the roaring wind, 
when a thouſand ghoſts break the trees by 
night, ſuch was the din of arms. — But 

Uthal fell beneath my ſword; and the tear hung 
in my eye. Thou art fallen *), young tree, 


I ſaid, with all thy beauty round thee. Thou 


art fallen on thy plains, and the field is bare. 
The winds come from the deſart, and there is 
no ſound in thy leaves! Lovely art thou in 
death, ſon of car-horne Larthmor. 


*) To mourn' over the fall of their enemies, was a 
practice univerſal among Offian's heroes. This 
is more agreeable to humanity , than the ſhame- 
ful intulting of the dead, ſo common in Homer, 
and after him, ſervilely copigd by all his imita- 
tors, the humane Virgil not excepted, Who ha- 
ve been more ſucceſsful in borrowing: the imper- 
fections of that great poet, than in their imita- 
tions of his beaintes. Homer, it is probable, 
gave the manners of the times in which he wro- 
te, not his own ſentiments: Offian alſo ſeems 


to keep to the ſentiments of his heroes, The 


reverence, which the moſt barbarous highlanders 

have ſtill for the remains of the deceaſed, ſeems 
to have deſcended to them from their maſt re- 
mote anceſtors, - | 


Nina- 


| 
' 
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Nina-thoma ſat on the ſhore, and heard 
the ſound of battle. She turned her red eyes 
on Lethmal, the gray - haired bard of Selma! 
for he had remained on the. coaſt, with the 


daughter of Torth6ma. Son of the times of 


old! ſhe faid, I hear the noiſe of death. Thy 
friends have met with Uthal, and the chief is 
low! O that I had remained on the rock, in- 
cloſed with the tumbling waves! Then would 
my ſoul be ſad, but his death would not reach 
my ear. Art thou fallen on thy heath, o ſon 
of high Finthormo! thou didſt leave me on a 
rock, but my ſoul was full of thee. Son of 


high Finthormo! art thou fallen on thy heath? 


She roſe pale in her tears, and ſaw the 
bloody ſhield of Uthal; ſhe ſaw it in Offian's 
hand; her ſteps were distracted on the. heath. 
She flew; ſhe found him; ſhe fell. Her ſoul 
came forth in a ſigh. Her hair is ſpread on 
his face. My burſting tears deſcend. A tomb 


aroſe on the unhappy ; and my ſong was heard. 


Reſt, hapleſs children of youth ! at the 


"noiſe of that moſly ſtream. The virgins will 


ſee your tomb, at the chace, and turn away 
their weeping eyes. Your fame will be in the 


ſong; the voice of the harp will he heard in 


your 


* 
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your praiſe. The daughters of Selma ſhall hear 
it; and your renown ſhall be in other lands. 
—— Reſt, children of youth, at the noiſe of 
the molly ſtream. 5 


Two days we remained on the eoaſt. The ; 
heroes of Berrathon convened. We brought 
Larthmor to his halls; the feaſt of ſhells was 
ſpread. —— The joy of the aged was great; 
he looked to the arms of his fathers; the arms 
which he left in his hall, when the pride of 
Uthal aroſe. —— We were renowned before 
Larthmor , and he bleſſed the chiefs of Morven; 


but he knew not, that his ſon was low, the 


ſtately ſtrength of Uthal, They had told, that 
he had retired to- the woods, with the tears 
of grief; they had told it, but he was ſilent i in 
the tomb of Rothma's heath, _ . 

On the fourth day we raiſed. our e ſails to 


the. roar. of the northern wind. Larthmor came 
to the coaſt, and his bards raiſed the ſong. : 


The joy of the king was great, he looked to 


Rothma 8 gloomy heath; he ſaw the tomb of 


his ſon; and the · memory of Uthal roſe. —— 
Who of my heroes, he ſaid, lies there? he 
ſeems to have been of the kings. of ſpears. | 
Was he renowned in my halls be the * 


de of Uthal roſe ? 5 
alk 1 nN ve 


* 
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Le ure tent, ye ſons of Berrathon; is the 
king of heroes low ? — My heart melts for 
thee, © Uthal; though thy hand was againſt 
thy father. — O that I had remained in the 
cave! that my ſon had dwelt in Finthormo! — 
I might have heard the tread of his feet, when 


| he went to the chace of the boar. — I might 


have heard his voice on the blaſt of my cave. 
Then would my ſoul be glad: but now dark- 
neſs dwells in nd halls. | 


Such. were my deeds , "om of Alpin, when 
the arm of my youth, was ſtrong ; ſuch were *) 
the actions of Toſcar „che car- borne. ſon of 
Conloch. But Toſcar is on his flying cloud; 
and 1 am alone at Lutha: my voice is like | 
the laſt ſound of the wind, when it forſakes a 


the woods. But Oſſian ſhall no be long alone, 


he Tees the miſt, that ſhall receive his ghoſt. 

He beholds the miſt, thet ſhall form his robe, 
when he appears on his hills. The ſons of litt - 
le men ſhall behold me, and admire the ſtature 
of the chiefs of old. They "ſhall creep to their 
caves, and look to the ſky with fear; for my 
ſteps ſhalt be in the clouds, and darkneſs Thall | 


1 5 on Loy, tide, £ | 
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Lead, ſon of Alpin, lead the aged to his b 
woods. The winds begin to riſe. The dare 


wave of the lake reſounds. Bends there not a 
tree from Mora with its branches bare? It bends, 
ſon of Alpin, in the ruſtling, blaſt. My harp 
hangs on a blaſted, branch. The ſound of its 
ſtrings is mournful.— Does the wind touch 
thee, o harp, or is it ſome; paſſing ghoſt? —— 


It is ther hand of Malvine! but bring me the 


harp, ſon. of Alpin; snother ſong ſhall riſe, 
My ſoul ſhall depart in the ſound; my fathers 
ſhall hear it in their airy hall. — | Their 
dim faces ſhall hang, with joy, from their 
clouds; and their hands receive Laws ſon. 


el 


*) The aged * tends over ths: Airean, 


It fighs with all its moſs. The withered fern 


whiſtles near, and mixes; as it waves, with 
Oſſian's hair. — Strike the harp and raiſe 
the ſong: be near, with all your wings, ye 
| winds. Bear the mournful ſound away to Fin- 
gal's airy hall. Bear it to F ingal's hall „that 


2) Here begins the lyric piece, with which, tradi- 

tion fays, Offian concluded his poems. —— It 

is ſet to muſic, and ſtill ſung in the north, with 

2 great deal of wild * „ but little 1 
of ſound. | 


"2 
5 
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be may hear the voice, of his fon; the voice of 
bim that praiſed the mighty. The blaſt 
of the north opens thy gates, o king, and 1 
behold thee ſitting on miſt, dimly gleaming in 
all thine arms. Thy form now is not the ter- 


ror of the valiant: but like a watery cloud; 
- when we ſee the ſtars behind it with their 


weeping eyes. Thy ſhield is like the aged 
moon: thy ſword a vapour half- kindled with 
fire. Dim and feeble is the For who travel- 
led in 9 We | . 


But &y ſteps *) are on the winds of he 


deſart , and the ſtorms. darken in thy hand: 
"A Thou 


8 * 5 
- * 
* * 
— 
- 
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3 6 
gal over the winds and ſtorms, and the image 
+. of«hls taking the ſon, and hiding -him in the 
clouds, do not correſpond with the preceding 
paragraph, where he is repreſented as a feeble 
ghoſt, and no more the TERROR or ThE Va- 
LIANT; but it agrees with the notion of the ti- 
mes concerning the ſouls of the deceaſed, who, 
it was ſuppoſed, had the command of the winds 
and ftorms, but in combat were not a match 
4 ol erm men. i ; | 


| | 
LT k „ 


* 
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Thou takeſt the ſun. i in thy wrath, and hag 
him in thy clouds. The ſons of little men are. 
afraid ; and a thouſand ſhowers deſcend. — 


dt 


But when thou comeſt forth in thy mild- 
neſs; the gale of the morning is near thy cour- 
ſe. The ſun laughs in his blue fields; and the 
gray ſtream winds in its valley. — The buſhes 

ſhake their green heads in the wind. "The x . 
bound towards the deſart, EZ | | 


But there is a murmur in the heath! the 
ſtormy winds abate! I hear the voice of Fin- 
gal. Lg has it been about from mine ear! — 


l Come, 
l 


- \ 
* 


It was the immoderate praiſe beſtowed by the 
pvers on their departed friends, that gave the 
firſt hint to ſuperſtition to deify the deceaſed 
heroes; ; and thofe new divinities owe all their 
attributes to the fancy of r dard who ſung 

| their e. | 


* 


We do not * chat WY praiſe tn Fingal 

had this effe& upon his countrymen 3 bur that is 

to be imputed to the idea they had of power , 
Which they always connected with bodily firength._ 

4nd perſonal valour: { _ ET were dirſolved 

Ts =o death | N 0 „ ART 


BY 
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ae Oſſian, come away, he ſays: Fingal has 
reecived his fame. We paſſed away, like fla- 
mes that had ſhone for a ſeaſon; our departure 
was in renown. Though the plains of our 
"battles are dark and ſilent; our fame is in the 
four gray ſtones. The voice of Oſſian has been 
heard; and the harp was ſtrung in Selma. — 
Come, Offian, come away, he lays, and fly 
with thy fathers on clouds. 


And come 1 will, thou king of men! the 
life of Oſſian fails. I begin to vaniſh on Co- 
na; and my ſteps are not ſeen in Selma. Be- 
fide the ſtone of Mora I ſhall fall aſleep. The 
winds whiſtling in my grey hair ſhall not wa- 
ken me. Depart on thy wings, o wind: 
thou canſt not disturb the reſt of the bard. 

The night is long, but his eyes are heavy ; de- 
| part, thou ruſtling blaſt. 


But why art thou ſad, ſon of Fingal? 
Why grows the cloud of thy ſoul? The chiefs 
of other times are - departed; they have gone 
without their fame. The ſons of future years 
ſhall paſs away; and another race ariſe. The 
people are like the waves of ocean: like the 
leaves 


. 


een 


leaves -) of woody Morven; they paſs away in 
the ruſtling | blaſt, and other leaves lift their 


heads. — 


— 


— 


Did thy beauty laſt, o Ryno *)? Stood 
the ſtrength of car-borne | 'Ofcar' ! Fingal” himſelf 


14222 


. 


9 The ſame thoaghe may de found almoſt i in rhe 


ſame words, in Homer, vi. 46. 
4 


On Teo Sedan, ve, ron 'Je ua) dvd pov. 


OU rau F Evers xAαπν cet, GA 


a de F dyn 


T „ade Ove Lapoc 0 eruxirusrai WEN 


Mr. Pope falls ſhort of his arte ; in particu- 
lar he has omitted altogether the beautiful image 
of the wind ſtrewing the withered leaves on the 


Like leaves on trees the race of mei are found, 


wy * 2 „ now. with'ring on the 


ground; 


| 4 race the following ſpring ſupplies; 


r fall ſucceſſive, and ſucceflive riſe. 
ann 


*. Ryno, the ſon of Fingal, who was killed m Ire-, 


land, in the war againft Swatan, * b. 51 
. was 
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paſſed away; and the halls of his fathers forgot 
his ſteps. —— And ſhalt thou remain, aged 
bard! 


2 


was remarkable for the beauty of his perſon, 

his ſwiftneſs and great exploits. Minvane, the 
daughter of Morni, and ſiſter to Gaul ſo men- 
tioned in Oſſian's compoſitions, was in love 
with Ryno.— Her lamentation over her lo- 
ver is introduced as an epiſode in one of Oſſian's 
great poems. The lamentation is the only part 
of the poem now exſtant, and as it has ſome ' 

poetical merit, 1 have ſubjoined it to this note · 
The poet repreſents Minvane as ſeeing, from one 
of the rocks of Morven, the fleet of 3 re- 
rurning from Leland, 


he bluſhing, fad, en Morven's rocks, bends 
P over the darkly- rolling ſea, She ſaw the youths 
in all their arms. Res Ryno, where 
art thou? | 


2 pw Our dark looks told that he was low! —— 
| That pale the hero flew on clouds! That in the 
graſs of Morven's hills, his feeble voice was 

heard in wind! , | 


And is the fon of Fingal fallen, on Ullin's 
. molly plains? Strong was the arm that conquer- 
"FP ed him! —» Ah me! I ain alone. 


8 Ys Alone 
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wie when the mighty have failed ? .=—— But 
my fame ſhall demein, and grow like the oak 


of 


Alone 1 will not be, ye-winds! chase, lift my 
dark - brown hair. My ſighs. will not long mix 
with your, eum; for I muſt [leep with Ryno. 


l I ſee thee not, wich e ſteps returning 
from the chace, —— The night is round Min- 
vane's love; and ſilence dwells with Ryno. 


Where are thy dogs, and where thy bow? 
Thy ſhield that was ſo ſtrong? Thy ſword like 
heaven's ning fire? * 8 ſpear of 


Ryno? 


I ſee them mixed in * ſhip; I ſee them 
| ſtained with blood. —— No arms are in thy 
narrow hall, o pany - dwelling Ryno! 


Wen will the working come, and ſay, ariſe » 
thou king of ſpears! ariſe, the hanters are 


abroad, The hinds are near thee, Ryno! 


Away, thou fair+ haired morning, away! the 

klumbering king hears thee not! The hinds 
bound over his narrow tomb; for death Ar 

round young Ryno. | 


5 


1 3 
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of Morven; which lifts irs broad | heed to the 
ſtorm , and rejoices in the courſe of the wind. 
\ Bur I will tread fofily , my king! and ſteal to 
the bet of thy revole. Minvane will lie in fi- 


lence, near ber [lumbering Ryno. 


The maids ſhall eck me; but they ſhall not 
find me: the! ſhall follow my departure with 
ſongs. But 1 wil not hear you, o maids: I 
' ſleep with fair - haired, Rynv, ay 


5 


4 12 * 1 ; ; ; ” 9 


ARGUMEN T, 


An addreſs to Malvina, the daughter of Toſor.— 
The poet relates the arrival of Cathlin in Selma, te 
ſolicit aid againſt Duth - carmor of Cluba, who had 
killed Cathmol, for the ſake of his daughter Länul. 
— Fingal. declining to make a choice among his 
heroes, who were all claiming the command of the 
expedition; they retired each to his bill of ghoſts; to 
be determined by dreams. The fpirit of Trenmor 
appears to Offian and Oſcar : they fail, from the bay 
of Carmona, and, on the fourth day, appear off 
the. valley of Rath · col, in Inis - huna » Where Duth- 
carmot had fixed his refidence. — Offian dispat- 
ches a bard to Duth-carmor, to demand battle. 
Night comes on. The distreſs of Cathlin of 
Clutha. - Offian devolves the command on Of 
car, who, according to the cuſtom of the kings of 
Morven , before battle, tetited to a neighbouring 
| hill, —— | Upon the / coming - on of day, the battle 
joins. — Oſcar and Duth - carmor meet. The 
latter falls. Oſcar carries the mail and helmet 
of Duth - carmor to Cathlin, who had retired from 
the field. Cathlin is dis covered to be the daughter 
of Cathmol, in disguiſe, who had been carried off, 
by force, by, and * made her eſcape os 
Duth - carmor. 


6 * 45 5 


CATHLIN 


ö 


CLUTH RN. 
APO E NM 


— — — — * * mn — * — * nn 
* 


On. „thou beam that art lonely, from 
_ watching in the night! The ſqually 
winds are around thee, from all their ecchoing 
hills, Red, over wy hundred ſtreams, are the 


5 . 1 3 25 


LY 


12 The i. which accompany this poem, 
inform us, that both it, and the ſucceeding pie · 
ce, went, of old, under the name of Laos 

Oi - lutha ; i. e. the bymns of the maid: of Lutha. 
They pretend alſo to fix the time of its compoſi- 
tion to the third year after the death of Fin- 
gal; that is, during the expedition of Fergus | 

the ſon of Fingal, to the banks of Uiſca duthon. 

In ſupport of this opinion, the 1 D 
TED. * 
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light - covered paths of the dead, They rejoice, 
on the eddying winds, in the till ſeaſon of 
night. Dwells there no joy in ſong, whi- 
te hand of the harps of Lutha? Awake the 
voice of the ſtring, and roll my foul to me. 
It is a ſtream that has failed, —— Malvina , 
pour. the . ſong. | | 


I hear 


4 ; 
4 * 


have prefixed to this poem, an addreſs of O. 
ſian, to Con al the young ſon of Fergus, which 
I have rejected, as having no manner of con- 

„ nection with the reſt of the piece. , Ie 

has poetical merit; and, probably , it was the 8 

opening of oue of Offian's other poems, tho' 
the bards injudicious ly wann it to the piece 
now before us. TOTO + 964 


Sv, 


*Congal ſon of Fergus of Durath, thou light 
between thy locks, aſcend to the rock of Selma, 
to the oak of the breaker of ſhields. Lock over 
the boſom of zuight, it is ſtreaked with the red 
paths of the dead: look on the night of ghoſts, 
and kindle, o Congal, thy ſoul. Be not, like 
the moon on a ſtream, lonely in the midſt of 
clouds: darkneſs cloſes around it; and the beam 
departs. —— Depart not, , ſon of Fergus, ere 
thou markeſt the field with thy ſword. Aſcend 
to the rock of Selma; to the oak of the breaker 
ef ſhields.” X 


14.4 7 BONN or 


T hear thee, from thy darkneſs, in Selma, 
thou that watcheſt, lonely, by night! Why 
didſt thou with hold the ſong, from Offian's f 
failing foul? — As the falling brock to the _ . 
ear of the hunter; deſeending from his ſtorm- Th 
covered hill; in a ſun- beam rolls the eechoing 
ſtream; he hears, and ſhakes his dewy locks: 
ſach is the voice of Lutha, to the friend of 
the ſpirits of heroes. —— My ſwelling bo- 
ſom beats high. I look back on the days that 
are paſt, —— Come, thou beam that art lo. 
nely, from the watching of night. 2 


| In the ecchaing bay of Carmona *) we 
3 ſaw, one day, the bounding ſhip. On high, | 


*) Car- mona, bay of the dark- brown hills, an arm 
| def the ſea, in the neighbourhood of Selma. — 
8 In this par: agraph, are mentioned the fi ignals pre- 
ſented to Fingal, by thoſe who came to demand F 
his aid, The ſuppliants held, in one hand, a I 
ſhield covered with blood , and, in the other, 

a broken ſpear; the firſt a ſymbol of the death 
of their friends, the laſt an emblem of their 
own ' helpleſs fi ituation, If the king choſe to 
grant ſuccours, which generally was the caſe, | 
Ye; he reached to them the 7 of Jeaſts , as a token l 
sf 
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ö 


bung a broken ſhield; it was marked with wah: 
ering blood. Forward came a youth, in ar- 
mour, and ſtretched his pointleſs ſpear. Long, 
over his tearful eyes, hung looſe his disordered 
Jocks. Fingal gave the ſhell of Kings, The 
. of the TIE aroſe. . 


o 


or his hoſpitality and friendly intentions towatds 


It may not be dlsagreeable to the reader, te 
lay here before him the ceremony of the Cran- 
tara, Which was of a fimilar nature, and , till 
very lately, uſed in the Highlands. When 
the news of an enemy came to the ae of 
tze chief, he immediately killed a goat with his 
own ſword, dipped the end of an half · burnt 
piece of wood in the blood, and gave it to one 

of his ſervants, to be carried to the next ham- 

+: et From hamler to hamlet this teſſera was car- 
tried with the utmoſt expedition, and, in the 
5 | ſpace of a few hours, the whole clan were in 
arms, and convened in an appointed place; 
the name of which was the only. word that ac, 

5 compainied the delivery of the Cran - tara. This 
1 hy ſymbol was the manifeſto of the chief, by which 
he threarened fire and ſword to thoſe of his clan, 
dat did not immediately appear at his ſtaudard. 


— 


\ 


Hu CLTT- 9. 
In his hall lies Cathmol of Clutha , oy the 


mn of his own dark ſtreams. Duth - car- 
mor ſaw white boſomed Linul “), and pierced 
her father's ſide. In the ruſhy deſart were my 
ſteps. He fled in the ſeaſon of night. Give 
' thine aid to, Cathlin, to revenge his father, — 
I ſought thee not as a beam, in a land of 


clouds, Thou, like, that my are WE; king 


of ecchaing Selma. 


/ 7 
8.1 - 


Selma's king looked bn In his Fo” 
ſence, we roſe in arms. But who ſhould lift 
the ſhield? for all had claimed the war. The 
night came down; we ſtrode, in ſilenee; each 
to his hill of ghoſts: that ſpirits' might deſcend, 
in our dreams, to mark us for the field. 


„e Auch che ſhield of the Wü n 


ed the hum of ſongs. We thrice called the 
| „ Fhoſts 


” 
F 


& 


. 9 U full - WY a — which, according to 


tradition, was beſtowed gn the daughter of Cath- 


mol, on account of her beauty: this tradition, 


A however, may have been founded on that par- 


tiality, which the bards have ſhewn to Cathlin 


47 of Clutha, for, according to them, no falſhood 


"Wy could dwell in the 18 of = WNW * 


"> 


— — . jm 4 ys 11” 
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ghoſts of our” fathers. We laid us down in 
dreams. — Trenmor came, before mine eyes, 
the tall form of other years. His blue hoſts 
were behind him in half-diſtinguiſhed rows. 
Scarce ſeen is their ſtrite in miſt, or their 
ſtretching forward to deaths. I liſtened ; but 
no ſound was there. The forms were empty 
wind. 1 
1 ſtarted from PE dream of ghoſts. On a 
ſudden blaſt flew my whiſtling hair, Low found- 
ing, in the oak, is the departure of the dead. 
I took my ſhield from its bough. Onward ca- 
me the rattling of ſteel. It was Olcar *. )..at 
Lego. He had ſeen his fathers, 


As ruſhes forth the blaſt, on the boſom 
of whitening waves; ſo careleſs ſhall my courſe 
be, thro' ocean, to the dwelling of foes, I 


have ſeen the dead, my father. My Mag 
ſoul. 


) Oſcar is here called Oſcar of Lego, from his mo- 
ther being the daughter of Branno, a powerful 
chief, on the banks of that lake. It is remark- 
able, that Offian addreſſes no poem to Malvina, 
in which her lover Oſcar. was not one of the 
principal actors. His attention to her, after the 

death of his ſon, ſhews, that delicacy. of ſenti- 
ment is not confined, as ſome fondly As 
ro our ou poliſhed times. 


A POEM + 2 9s \ 


ſoul is high, My fame is ers before me; 
like the ſtreak of light on 'a cloud, when the 
broad tun comes forth, red traveller of the ſky. 


Grandſon of Branno , I faid; not Oſcar alo- 
ne ſhall meet the foe. I ruſh; forward, thro? 
ocean, to the woody dwelling of heroes. Let 
us contend, my ſon, like eagles, from one rock; 
when they lift their broad wings, againſt the 
ſtream of winds. — We raiſed our ſails in 
Carmona. From three ſhips, they marked my 
ſhield on the wave, as 1 looked on nightly 
Ton-thena*), red wanderer between the clouds. 
Four days came the breeze abroad. Lu- 
mon came forward in miſt. In winds were its 
hundred groves. Sun-beams marked, at times, 
its brown fide. White, leapt the foamy fireams 
from all its ecchoing rocks. RY 


A green 


*) Ton-thena, fire of the wave, was that remark- 
able ftar, which, as has been mentioned in the 
ſeventh book of Temora, directed the courſe 
of Larthon to Ireland. It ſeems ro have been 
well known to thoſe, who failed on that lea, 
which divides Ireland from South - Britain. As 

| the courſe of Offian was along the coaſt of Inis- 

- huna, he mentions with propriety, , that ſtar 

which directed the voyage of the colony from. 
that country to HS OS 
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A green field, in the boſom of hills, winds 
ſilent with its own blue ſtream. | Here, midſt 
the waving of oaks, were the- dwellings of 
kings of old. But ſilence, for many dark-brown 
years, had ſettled in graſſy Rath-col *) ; for the 
race of heroes had failed, along the pleaſant 
vale. —— Duth-carmor was here, with his 
people, dark rider of the wave. Ton-thena had 
Hid her head in the ſky. He bounds his white- 
boſomed fails. His courſe is on the hills of 
Rath. col, to ne ſeats of roes. 


We came. I ſent the bad; „ 4 
to call the foe to fight. Duth-carmor heard 
him, with joy. The king's ſoul was a beam of 
fire; a beam of fire, marked with ſmoak, ruſh- 
ing, varied, thro the boſom of night, The 

e a 


) Rath · col, woody field, does not appear to have 
been the reſidence of Duth - carmor: he feems 
rather to have been forced thither by a ſtorm; 
at leaſt I ſhould think that to be the meaning 

of the poet, from his expreſſion , that Ton-thena 
ad hid her head, and that be bounds his white- 

'  boſomed ſails; which is as much as fo ſay, chat 
the weather was ſtormy, and that Duth · carmor 
put-in to the bay of Rath-col for ſhelter. 


#\ 


APO BM7 T1" of 
deeds of Dot camo were 1 tho? his arm - = 


1 01 Ty __ 


4 Was ſtrong. b „„ ; if 


> i * 


* Night came, with the We of HO | 
By. the beam of the oak we ſat down. At 4 
diſtance ſtood Cathlin of Clutha. 1 ſaw the 
changing . foul of the ſtranger. As. ſhadows 

fly over the field of graſs, ſo various is Cath · _ 
lin's cheek, _ lt Wos | fair, within locks, that 
roſe on Rath - eols wind. I did not ruſh, amidſt 

his ſoul, with Ry words, * 3 blde e long, to 


| We, 


e of Oſcar 
) From this eircumſtante, fneckedbug burds feigred, 


'- 1 that Cathlin, who is here in' the disguiſe of 4 
+ = young warrior, had fallen in love with Duth⸗ 
cearmor, at à feaſt,” to which he | had been invited 
dy her father. Her love was converted into de- 

teſtation for him, after he had murdered her 
| 45 6 Faber. But at thofe rain · bour of beaven are chan - 

Fe fal ſay my authors, ſpeaking vf women, ſhe 

| Felt the return of her former paſſion; upon the 

n of Duth'- carmor's danger. 1 1 my- 

* ſelk . who think more favourably of the ſex, 

muſt attribute the agitation of Cathlin't mind to 

tber entre ſenfihity 70 tub thjaried" dche hee 

| e Duth · carmor: and this" am ale is Seen 
de n of the "Rip e 


abipt0 ai 1D B#ic4 5 
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Oſear f Lego, 1 faid, be thine the ab 


hill *, to night. Strike the ſhield „like Mor- 


ven * With day, thou ſhalt lead in war. 
From my rock; 1 ſhall ſee thee. , Oſcar, a dread. 


ful form ascending in fight, like the appearah- 


& of ghoſts, amidſt the ſlorms they raiſe. — 
Why ſhould mine eyes return to the dim times 
of old, ere yet the ſong Bad burſted forth, li- 
ke the mudden riſing of winds. Lag the 
years, that are paſt, are matkelt with inighty 


deeds. As the nightly” rider of waves looks up 
" "oy 


we 


* 
Sat < ͤ + * - 


3) This, paſſage alludes. to the OP RR 0 
among the ancient kings of Scotland, to retire 


from their army on the night preceding a batt- 


le, ——, The: tory, which; Offian introduces in 

the next. paragraph,  goncexus..the., fall jof the 
Druids, of which I gaye ſome account in the 
AE .Apfertaziqn,, prefixed. to the first volume. It 


is, Jaid in many old Poems, hat the Pruidzg, | 


in the extremity of their affaits, had ſolicited 
and. obtained aid from Scandinavia. Among the 
auxiliaries there came many; pretended! magi- 
cians: which. cixcamitance. Oſſian alludes to, in 
"Hig deſcription of the for. of Lode. .——» Magic 
and incantation could. not hexer, prevail; 
* Trenmor, asſiſted by th valour of his ſon 


4. 
C7 


Trathal, entirely * che * of the Druids. 


# L 3 % - p 
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td Ton-thena of beams: ſo let us turn our 4 ror 
La Trefmor's the father of Kings. | 


Wide, in Caricha's been old Carmel 
had poured his tribes. They were a dark. rid-. 
ye of waves; the grey-haired bards were like 
moving foam on their face. They kindled the 
ſtrife around. with their red rolling eyes — 

Nor alone were the dwellers of rocks; a ſon 


of Loda was there; ; a voice, in his own dark S's 


land, to eall the ghoſts from high. — On 
his hill, he had dwelt, 1 in Lochlin, in the midſt. 
of a leafleſs groe. Five ſtones lifted, near, * 
their heads. Loud-roared his ruſhing” ſtream. 
He often raiſed his voice to Winds, when me- 
teors marked their nightly wings; when the 
dark- eruſted moon was rolled behind her hitl;” 
Nor unkeard"of ghoſts was he! — They c- 

me with the ſound of eagle- wings. They turns : 
ed battle, in.fields , before the kings of men. | 


But Trenmor they tarned * E batt- 
le; he drew forward the troubled war; in its 
dark ſkirt was Trathal, like a riſing light. 
It was dark; and Loda's ſon poured forth his 
ſigns, on night. — he feeble were not 


* 
- 


belore thee fon. of othet N 10% e 


100 CATHLIN or CLUTHA: 


) Then roſe the ſtrife of kings, about the 
hill of night; but it was ſoft as two fummer- 
gales, ſhaking their light wings, on a lake. — 
Trenmor yielded to his ſon; for the fame of 
the king was heard. —— Trathal came forth 
before his father, and the foes failed, in eccho- 
ing Caricha. The years that are pat my =_ 
are marked with mighty deeds TO. | 


Vf 2& WV SV - n 


In clouds roſe the eaſtern = The foe 
came forth in arms. The. ſtrife is mixed at 
Rath-col, like the roar of ftreams, Behold the 
contending of kings! They meet beſide the oak. 
In gleams of ſteel the dark forms are loſt; ſuch 
is the meeting of meteors, in a vale by night: 
red light is ſcattered round, and ,men. foreſee 
the ſtorm. — Duth-carmor is low in blood. 

The 


#) 883 Trathal. Offian 3 this epif- 
ode, as an example to his fon, from ancient 
%) Thoſe who deliver down this poem in tradition, 
- lament; that there is a great part of it loſt. In 
particular they regret. the loſs of an epiſode, 
Which was here introduced, with the ſequel of 
the ſtory of Carmal and his Druids. Their attach- 
ment to it was founded on the deſcriptions of 
magical inchantmenrs which it contained, 


4 
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The ſon of Olfian overcame. ' Not harmleſs in 
battle was hey Malvins band of harps!” "RE" 


| Nor in the field, are the n of Cath- 
lin. The ſtranger ſtood by a ſeeret ſtream, 
where the foam of Rath-col- ſkirted the moſſy 
ſtones. Above, bends the beanchy birch, and 


ſtrews its leaves, on winds. - The inverted ſpear 2 


of Cathlin touched, at times, the fiream. —— 


Oscar brought Duth - carmor's mail: his helmet | 
with its eagte-wing. He placed them before | 
the ſtranger, and his words were heard. 


The foes, of thy father have failed. They are 
laid in the field of ghoſts. | | Renown. returns to 


Morven, like a riſing wind. / Why art thou 
dark, chief of 3 2 Is there cauſe tor 


grief? * 


ſad. I behold the arms of Cathmol, which he 
raiſed in war. Take the mail of Cathlin, place 
it high in Selma's hall; that thou mayſt re. 
member the hapleſs in thy diſtant land. 


From white breaſt deſcended 2 mail. 1. 


| was the race of kings; the ſoft- handed daugh - 
ter of Cathmol, at the ſtreams of Clutha, —— 
Dytiycarmes ſaw her bright i in the . he ca · 
„ „ me, 


Son of Oſſian of es my » foul is darkty- 


— — 
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me, by night, to Clutha,, Cathmol met him, 
in battle, but the warrior fell. Three days 
dwelt the foe, with the maid. On the fourth 
ſhe fled in arms. | She-xemembered the race of 
* and felt: 7 burſting loul.' - 14 aj 


% SE 2 : bs 


why, mai of Toſcar of Luchs, mould 
tell how Cathlin, failed? Her tomb is at ruſhy 
Lumon f in a diſtant land. Near it were the 
ſte ps of Sul. .malla, in the days of grief. She 
raiſed the ſong, for the daughter of ſtrangers, 
and touched the mournful harp. g ; 


x 
- CT. % * — 


Come, from the wen oe night, Van. 
vis, lonely ren! . 


, : — 4 
7 
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ARG U M-E'N T. 


This poem, which, properly ſpeaking, is a continuation 
of the laſt, opens with an addreſs ro Sul- malla, the 
daughter of the king of Inis -hunaz whom Offian 
met, at the chace, as he returned from the battle 
of Rath - col. Sul - malla invites Oſſian aud Oſcar to 
« feaſt, at the reſidence of her father, who was 
*Iehen ablent in the wars. —— Upon heating their 
name and family, ſhe relates an expedition of Fin- 
gal into Inis - huna. She caſually mentioning Cath» 
mor, chief of Atha, (who then asſiſted her father 
againſt his enemies) Offian introduces the epiſode 
of Cu)gorm/and'$ Saran-dronlo, two Scandinavian kings, 
in whoſe wars Offian himſelf and Cathmor were 
engaged on oppoſite ſides.— The ſtory is 
imperfect, a part of the original being loſt, —— 
Offian, wzrned, ' in a dream, by the ghoſt of 
Trewnor , ſets ſall from Inis - hun. 


4 


* 


56 moves fo ftately , „on Lamang. at 
che roar of the foamy waters? Her 
hair falls upon her heaving breaſt, White is 


her arm ne. as . W bends the bow. 
wir ; & | Ws e *} 


* neee \68: s n | 
a ſhort time before 'Fingal paffed over into re · 9 
land, to dethrone Cairbar the fon” of Borba. 
duthul. Cathmor, the brother of Cairbar, was 
alding Conmor, king of Inis - huna, in his wars, 5 = 
at the time that Offian defeated Duth · carmor carmor, 
in the valley of Rath - col. The poem l- more 
ee that it contains ſo many particulars 
rn thoſe perſonages, who make 10 ee 
2 ß8gzure in Temora. ; 5 


—_— 


| 
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light 


Why doft th  wanderpinadefarts uke 
Hg a cloud hed? The Todbg les far pant 


ing, by their ſecret rocks. Return, thou 
daughter of kings; the Qloudy night is near. 


It was the young branch of Lumon, Sul- 
malla of blue eves. She ſent Ithe bard from 
her rock, to bid us to her feaſt. Amidſt the 
ſong we ſat dowry 147 hoing hall. 
White moved the hands of Sul-malla, on the 
* bn 


as aac E * 


Nr 

„The exact correſpondence i in, the; mayngrs and 

7 * cuſtoms of Inis- hupa, as here deſcribeY, to tho- 
= of Caledonia, leaves no room 8 doubt, thar 

ez e the inhabitants of both were originally the ſame 
people some may alledge, tat Of mg 
transfer, in his poetical deſcriptions, the manner 
of his own nation to foreigners. The objection 

59 6 eaſily anjvexed; for had Oſſſan uſed that free- 
dom in this, paiſage,, rods is no reaſon, why he 


-adoll 7 Fhould; paiut the manners of the Scaudinavians 


ſo: different from theſe of the, Caledonians. We 
find, however, the former very different, in their 
1 cuſtoms and ſuperſtitions from the , nations of 
50 Britain and. Ireland. The Scandinavian manners 
ate remarkably bar barous and ſierce, and ſeem 
40. mark out a nation much leſs adyanced in ci- 
vil ſociety, than the inhabitants of Britain were 
in the times of Olli au. 


4 


* 


* 
* 


* 1 YA 2 0 E M. ; 1 


trembling ſtrings. Half, "RENT amidſt the ſound, 
was the name df Atha's king: : he that was ab- 
ſent. an, battle for her own green land. 
Nor abſent from her ſoul, was , he; he came 
midſt her thoughts, by night; Ton-thena looked 
in, from the ſky, and ſaw her tolling arms. 


Abe found, Gahe tells hadjceaſed. Amide 
Has locks ,. Sul - malla | roſe. . She poke with 
bended eyes Hand aſked of our courſe | thro' 
ſeas, for of the kings of men are e, tall 
riders of the wave). — Not aan e 
| BER. EI LE CIT ICP 8 1 _ 


14 


- ») Sol- malla here discovers the quality of nn 
and Oſcar, from their ſtature and "ſtately": gait; 
Among nations, not far adyauced: in civilization, 
„ A ſuperior beauty and ſtatelineſs of perſon, were 
inſeparable from nobility of, blood. It was from 

,- theſe qualities, that thoſe, of family were known 
teria by rangers, not from tawdry trappiugs of ſta- 
de jvjndiciowly;thrawn round them. The cauſe 
of this diſtiuguiſtiug property, muſt, in ſome 
meaſure, be aſcribed 10 heir unmixed blood. 
They had no inducement, to iatermarry with the 
vulgar: and no low z2tions , of, intereſt made 

* 5 5 - them deviary from their choice, in their own 
„ſphere. In ſtares, where, lawry. has been long 
; 11 4, eſtab 
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1 ſaid, at his ſtreams is he, the father of our 
race. Fingal has been heard of at Clubs, blue- 
eyed daughter of kings: —— Nor only, at 
Cona's ſtream , is Offian and Oſcar known. 
Foes trembled at our voice, and . r in 
other lands. 33 | 


Not unmarked, ſaid the maid, by Sul- 
malla, is the ſhield of Moryen's king. It hangs 
high, in Conmor's hall, in memory of the paſt; 
when Fingal came to Clubs, in the days: of 
other years. Loud roared the boar of Culdar- 
nu, in the midſt of his rocks and woods. Inis- 
bona ſent her youths , but they failed; and 
virgins wept over tombs. —— Careleſs went 
the king to Culdarnu. On his ſpear rolled: the 
ſtrength of the woods. — - He was bright, 
they ſaid, in his ATE the” firſt of mortal 


men. 


| eftabliſhed, T am told, that beauty of perſon 
is, by no means, the charaQteriflic of antiquiry 
of family, This muſt be attributed to thoſe 
enervating vices, which are inſeparable from 
luxury and wealth, A great family, (to alter 
2 little the words of the hiſtorian) it is true, 
uke a river, becomes conſiderable from the length 

ol its courſe: but, as it rolls on, hereditary dis» 
tempers, as well as property, flow ſucceſſively 

into it. 
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men. Nor at the feaſt were heard bis 
words. His deeds paſſed from his ſoul of fire, 
like the rolling of vapours from the face of 
the wandering fun. —— Not careleſs looked 
the blue eyes of Cluba on his ſtately ſteps.” In 
white boſoms roſe the king of Selma, in midſt 
of their thoughts by night. But the winds bo- 
re the ſtranger to the ecchoing yales of his 
roes. — Nor loſt to other ** was he, li- 
ke a meteor that ſinks in a cloud. He came 
forth, at times, in his brightneſs, to the di- 
ſtant dwelling of foes. His fame came, like 
the ſound of winds, to Cluba's woody vale *). 


£ 


Dark 


) Too partial to our ou times, we are ready to 
mark. out remote antiquity, as the region of 
ignorance and barbariſm. This, perhaps, is * ; 

-.. tending our prejudices too far. It Has been long 
remarked/, that knowledge, in a great meaſure, 

| , is founded on a free intercourſe between man- 
kind; and that the mind is enlarged in propor- 
tion to the "obſervations, it has made upon the 
manners of different men and nations. If 
we look, with attention, into the hiſtory of Fin- 
gal, as delivered by Offian, we Thall find that 
he Mas not Me . a W nennt jhumer »; 

ET IS ZAC F28T: 4432 2 
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©: Darkneſs dwells in Cluba of harps: the ra» 
ce of kings is diſtant far; in battle Is Conmor, 
of ſpears; and Lormar *) king of ſtreams.” Nor 


datkening 1 alone ard they ; a beam, from other 
225 ; ö | Ps e 


} 

confined to the narrow corner X7 an illand. "His 
expeditions to all parts of Scandinavia , to the 
north of Germany, and the differeht fates - of 
Great Britain and Ireland, were very numerous, 
and performed under ſuch a character, and at 
1 ſuch times, as gave him an opportmuty to mark 
the undisguiſed manners of mankind. —— War 
, and an active life, as they call forth, by turns, 
all the powers of the ſoul, preſent to us the 
differeht characters of men: in times of peace 
2nd quiet, for want of obiects to exert them, 
the powers of the mind lie concealed, in a 
great meaſure, and we ſee only artificial paſſions 
and manners. —— lt is from this conſideration 
I conclude, that a traveller of penetration could 
gather more genuine knowledge from a tour of 
ancient Gaul, than from the minuteſt obſervation 
of all the artificial mamiers, and OI) refine- 

ments of r . 6 


» $305 3 


Fi 2: Lormar Ces ſon a Cane or, and . the brother 
of Sul - malla. After the death of Conmor, Fats | 
mar ſucceeded bim in the throne. 


{JB 1: 0l gre 102 4 : 


lands, is ige the friend ) of ſtrangers in 
Atha, the troubler of the field High; from 
their miſty hills, look forth the blue eyes of 
Erin; for be is far away, young dweller of 
uls — Nor; harmleſs, White hands. 
of Erin! is he in the ſkirts of. war; he rolls 
ten thouland before him, in his diſtant. field. 


{4 *3/ 11 20 


Not unſeen by Oden, 1 aid, 180 


Cube from his ſtreams, when he poured- his- 
e an horns lene 115 of many Waves: 
IE ET | te! 7 1 3 * Yeo 1 2155 In 


3 


2 "LIN Be 5 fon of Borbar - duthul. Ir would 
1 from the partiality with which Sul -mal-, 
Ou ia peaks" of that hero , "that ſhe had ſcen him 


1 to his joining ker father's army 2 | 


tratlition pdſitively asſerts, chat it was, alter bis. 
-4  returt;53thar Ine fell in love with "him, 


* I- thorns , ſays tradition, "wad an illand or Scan · 
dinavia- In it, at a hunting party, met 'Cul: © 
+ -gorm and Suraw-dronls; the kings of two neighs" 
bouring illes, They differed: about the honoar-! 

of killing a boar; and a war was kindled be- 


12 „ avi From © this - epiſode we may | 


| learn a that the mantiers of che Scandinavia we- 
gie much more ſavage and cruel, than thoſe of 

Britain. =— It is remarkable, that the names 
+ introduced iin this ſtory, ure mot of Galie original, 
4163 | which/, circumtünce . affords v ro duppoſe , 

t bat it had i its foundation in true * 


* 


\ 


7 
— 


thers, in tlieir ſotinding arms. 


1 1 
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to, Barn Wige each ſh his echoing ile, 
ſtern Hunters of- the hae! : 


They met a boar, at a foamy ſtream : ary 


| pierced it with his ſteel. They ſtrove for the 


fame of the deed; and gloomy battle roſe. From 
iſle to iſle they ſent a ſpear, broken and ſtain- 
ed with blood, to call the friends '8f their fa- 
Cathmor came, 
from Bolgu, to Culgorm, red-· eyed king: Laid- 
ed Suran - dr6nlo „ in his land of boars. 


We ruſhed on either fide of 4 ehm; 
which roared thro' a blaſted heath. High bro- 


ken rocks were, round, with all their bending 
trees. Near are two circles of Loda, with the 


| ſtone of power; where ſpirits deſcended, by 


night,. in dark-red ſtreams of fire. There, 


mixed, with the murmur of waters, roſe the 


voice of aged men, they called the forms of 
might te aid them in daun war. e 


| #) Heedleſs I ſtood, ada ear ee 

fell. the e, mean * rand "TR moon 

10 | = 75 moren 
. 3 

en From: 0 e n * Offian not e ak 

504 23 ee eee preceding para- 

04 2 2412 i fallt ir il 34 3; , | 
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moved red from che mountain. "My ſong, at 
times, aroſe. Dark on the ather fide, „ young 
Cathmor heard my voice; for he lay,” beneath 
the oak, in all his gleaming arms. — * ' Morn - 
ing came; we ruſhed to fight: from wing to 
wing, in the rolling of ſtrife. They" fell, like 
the | GT: 5 en nutumnel winds. N Jo! 
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ks armour this a eh born I mixed 
my ſtrokes with the king. By turns our ſhields 
are pierced: loud rung our ſteely mails. His 
helmet fell to the ground. In brightneſs ſhone 
the foe. His eyes, two pleaſant flames, rolled 
between his wandering locks. —- I knew the 
king of Atha, and threw my ſpear on earth. 
Dark, we turned, and —_— "OY to Wan 


* 


other f. ES 3 28 „ J med” 
me e Lon - : # py 
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1 we may ſuppoſe * bs held them in 
- Contempt. This difference of ſentiment, with re- 
gard to religion; is a ſort of argument, that the 


+ Caledonians were not originally a colony of Scan- 
dinavians, as ſome have imagined. Concerning 
ſo remote a period, mere conjecture muſt ſup · 


\ 
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Not lo paſſed the ſtriving kings *). They 
mixed in ecchoing fray: like the meeting of 
ghoſts, in the dark wing of winds, Thro' ei- 
ther breaſt ruſhed the ſpears; nor yet lay the 
foes on earth. A rock received their fall; and 
half reclined they lay i in death. Each held the 
"Jock of his foe; and grimly ſeemed to roll his 
eyes. The ſtream of the rock leapt on their 
ſhields, and mixed, below with blood. , 


ft 


8 81 The bete | claſed Wat The kum 
gers met in peace: Cathmor from Atha of 
ſtreams, and Oſſian, king of harps. We placed 
the dead in earth. Our ſteps were by Rünar's 
bay. With the bounding boat; afar , advanced 
ae wave. Dark was the rider of ſeas, but 
a beam of light was there, like the ray of the 
fro , in Stromlo's rolling ſmoak, It was the 
. - e daugh- 


£5 2 


*) Culgorm and Sùran · dronlo. The combat of the 
. kings and their attitude in, death are highly pic- 
 turesque , and expreſſive of that ferocity of man- 

ners, which diſtinguiſhed the northern watious. — 
+ The wild melody of the verſiſication of the ori- 
ginal, is inimitably beautiful - and very different 
from the reſt of the works of Offian. 


* 
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ER *) of Suran<dr6nlo, wild in shes I 
looks.” Te yes” were 6 NY! flames, amidſt i 
74 Ho ; 47 | dis- 8 A 
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*) Tradition has handed Joon? he nahe of this prin- | 
ces. The bards call her Runo - forlo, which has 
|  Ho' othet fort of title for belng genuine, but its 5 
not beingiof Galic original; u. diſtinction, which 
the bards had not the art to pteſerve, when they. 
ed feigned names for foreigners. The highland + ſe- 
nachies, who very often endes voured to ſuppl 
the deficiency, they thought they found in the 
9 tales of Offian , have given us the continuation Es 
of the ſtory of the daughter of Suran · drönlo. 
The cataſtrophe is ſo unnatural, and the circum- 
kale of Nc lo ridiculously pompotis , that for 
W de fake of the inventors, 1 ſhall conceal them. 


— FI; 42 
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ä Ce ; 1-44 
by be beende * of WA 1. 
8 ee een impreſſion on à chief, "ry 
ages ago, who was himſelf; no comtemprible poet. 
The ftory. is romantic, but not incredible, if we 
make allowatices for the lively imagination of a 
man of genius. Our chief failing; in a ftorms f 
along one of the iſlands of Orkney; ſaw a Wo- * 
man, in à boat, near the fhore; whom he 5 
thought, as he expreſſes it himſelf, ar beautiful „ 
an len rp of 046 fo ene NG | 
deep. The verſes of Oſſian, on the attitiide of 
y: 5 by ets 417: ab 1 W235 
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disordered locks. Forward is her white arm,, 
with the ſpear; her high-heaving breaſt is ſeen; 
white as foamy waves that riſe, by turns, 
amidſt rocks. They are beautiful, but they 
are terrible, and mariners call the winds. | 


s #3 4 * ©TP 
*z - 4 a 


Come, ye dwellers of Loda! Carchar, pale 
in the midſt of clouds! Sluthmor, that ſtrideſt 


in airy halls! Corchtur, terrible in winds! Re- 


ceive, from his W 1 2 » the foes of 
Suran-dr6nlo. 3 


, 
No 
at 
— 


4 [1 % 4 


'Runo- forlo * which was b Aer to FR of 
the woman in the boat, wrought ſo much on 
© his fancy, that he fell deſperately K 
The winds, however, drove him from the coaſt, 
and, after a few days, he arrived at his reſiden- 
ce in Scotland, —— There his paſſion increaſ- 
ed to ſuch a degree; that two. of his friends, 
fearing the conſequence, ſailed to the Orkneys, 
to carry to him the object of his deſire. 
Upon enquiry they ſoon found the nymph, and 
8 her to the enamoured chief: but mark 
. his ſurprize, when, inſtead of à ray of the ſun, 
he ſaw a ſkinny fiſher - woman, more than mid- 
4 Mad; appearing before him, —— Tradition 
+ . here ends the ſtory: but it may be eaſily ſuppoſ- 
ea, that the paſſion of the chief ſoon ſubſided. 
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Not chädo w.; „at his roering rt nd 
nde: looking form was he! When he took 
up his ſpeer, the hawks ſiibok their ſoufding 
wings: for blood was poured n the ſteps 
ae 111 EE | N 
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He lighted me, no harmleſs beam, to olit- 
ter on. his ſtreams. Like meteors, I was 
bright, but I blaſted the foes of Suran - dr6n- 
jo.. 1 FE F „ 


* 
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| Nor unconcerned heard Sul ace, the 
praiſe of Cathmor of ſhields. He was within 
her ſoul, like a fire in ſecret heath, which 
awakes at the voice of the blaſt, and ſends 


its beam abrogd. Amidſt the ſong removed 


the daughter of kings, like the ſoft ſound of 
a ſummer-breeze; when it lifts the heads of 


| flowers 7 and curls the lakes and ſtreams, 


By night came a dream to Offianz with. 


out form ſtood the ſhadow of Trenmor. He 


ſeemed to ſtrike the dim ſhield, on Selma's 


6 rock. 1 roſe, in my rattling ſteel; I 
# > at H 3 | knew , 


\ 
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knew that war was near. Befoxe the winds our 


fails were ſpread; when Lumon Hhewed, ite 
ſtreams to the mon. 


8 = 25 
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| Come, from che, watching. of aignt, Mat | 
vina, lonely beam! 
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"Fingal, in one of his voyages to the Orkney iſlands , 
was driven, by ſtreſs of weather, into a bay of Scan- 
dinavia, near the refidence of Starno, king of Loch- 
lin Starno invites Fingal to a feaſt. Fingal, doubt- 
ing the faith of the king, and mindful of his for- 
mer breach of hospitality, L Fingal, b. 3. ] refuſes to 

80.— Starne gathers together his tribes 7 Fingal 
reſolves to detend himſelf, Night coming on, 
Duth - maruno propoſes to Fingal, to obſerve the mo- 
tions of the enemy, —— The king himſelf under- 
takes the Watch. Advancing towards the enemy, he, 
accidentally, comes to the cave of Turthor, where 
Star no had confined Conban - carglas, the captive 
daughter of a neighbouring chief. ==" Her ſtory is 
imperfe&, a part of the original being loſt, — 
Fingal comes to 3 place of worſtig,, where Starno 
and his ſon, Swaran, conſulted the ſpirit of Loda, 
concerning the isſue of the war. The rencoun- 
ter of Fingal and Swaran. —— The duin conclu- 
des, with a deſcription 'of the airy hall of Cruth- 
loda, ſuppoſed to be the Odin of Scandinayia, 


L tri 2 


thou wanderer unſeen , that bendeſt the 
thiſtle of Lora, — why, thou breeze of the 


alloy haſt thou left mine ear has: boat, ad di- 
E AG: 48 ſtant 
ee e 


*2 The- Soria  ditingniſhed thols. ne in 
which the narration is often iuterrupted, by epi- 
ſodes and apoſtrophes, by the name of | Dain. 

Since the exſtinction of the order of the bards, 

it has been a general name for all ancient com - 
Which the ſtory of this poem begins, may render 


it obſcure to 0 readers; it may not therefory 


H'5 © 8 1 ; $ Yu de 


tale of the tinies, of old! ARSE Why, 


4 


122 = T H. L O D A, 


25 of ſtreams; no ſound of Fr 


| kg! Come; thoy huntreſs 
ſend back his ſoul to the bard. 


— 1 I look 


be improper, to ge here che traditional preface, 
which is generally prefixed to it. Two years af- 
fb ter he took to wife. Ros - crana, the daughter of 
1 ' Cormac, king of Ireland, Fingal undertook an 
| expedition into Orkney, to viſit his friend Cath- 
ulla, king of Inistore. After ſtaying a few days 
m Carric- thuxa the reſidence of Cathulla: the 
| - king ſet fail, to return to Scotland; bur a violent 
1- (orm ariſing, his ſhips were driven into a bay, of 
Scandinavia, near Gormal, the ſeat af Starno, 
king of Lochlin, his avowed enemy. Starno , 
upon the appearance of ſtrangers on his coaſt, 
| fammoned together the neighbouring tribes , and | 

#- aA advanced; in à hoſtife manner „ towards the bay- 
of U-thorno, where Fingal had taken ſhelter. 
pon discovering who the ftrangers were, and 
. Feazing-the valour of Fingal, which he had , mo- 
tre than once, experienced before; he reſolved to 
g accompliſh by treachery, what he was afraid he 
. „end fail in by open force. He invited, there- 
fore, Fingal to a feaſt, at which-he intended ta 
101 _—_— him, The king prudently declined ta 
gos, and Starno betook himſelf to arms 
e The ſequel of the ory may. be earned from * 

v6 poem itſelf. 5 7% 


* 


* RY e, in me vales. 
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4 J. look forward to Lochlin Ab a the 
dark , ridgy bay of U. thörno, where Fingal 
deſcended. from ocean, from hah roav of windit 
Few are the heroes cof Morven, inis, land un- 
known! —— Starno ſent a dweller of Lodb, to 


bil Fingal to the feaſt; but the king rememb- 


rad the paſt, and all his no. rale wind hh 
eins Mt £ „ Sl 
Nor Gormal's moſſy towers, nor Starno 
ſhall Fingal heheld: Deaths wander, like ſha - 
dows, over his fiery - ſoul. Do I forget that f 
beam; of light, the white - handed daüghter *) 
af kings? Go, ſon of Loda; his words are but 
blaſts to Fingal: blaſts, thet, to and fro, * 


14 8 12 22 
29 off: . . Fe 
# * 
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"—Dainh.o eee odio of death! Crom - 
a of rags ſakes © Struthmor, oodles: of 
e (3; LET In 1 {hs / batt: 


| » x , # 
a : 0 1 — 4 — —_— „ o 


— 


00 Ae . . * of Starno., whom ber 


fl oye Father ed, on account of her  discoyering ta 
5 © Fingal, Ne 5: laid againdt | his, life. Her ſtory is 
1. TFlared ar large, in che third book, of Fingal, 


_—_ | Duth- mamnuite/ h. 8 dab very: famous in tradi." 
tion. Many of his great actions are handed down: 


* * 


6.0 


battle's wing i Cormar, whoſe ſhips bound on 
ſeas, careleſs as the courſe of a meteor, on dark 
ſtreaming clouds! Ariſe, around me, children 
of heroes, in a land unknown. Let each look 
on his ſhield, like Trenmor,; the ruler of batt. 
les. Come down, ſaid the king, thou dwel- 
Jer between the: harps. Thou ſhalt roll this 
ſtream away, or dwell with me in earth. * 

/ „ 2 enn 10. 

Around: bind they roſe leaned — N05 
words came! forth: they ſeited their ſpears! 


Each ren tolled into Wy — As Gong ty nn 
10 3124 2% Abr 4 a 
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them, are long ſince fol. 115 esd. f te = 

ed, in that part of the north of Scotland, which 

is cer againſt Orkney, Datti<miitmio',, Crom- 

0 10 es eie aud Coruar, are men- 
+124 tioned, as attending Comhal, in his laſt battle 
againſt the tribe of Morni, in a poem, which is 
üll preſerved. It is not the work of, Oſſian the 
ae: \phraleology betrays it to be a modern, compoſi- 
CNY n. Ir is ſomething like thoſe trivial compoſi- | 
* 14 * Wa. which the Iriſh bards forged, under the 
8 . Hideo i the fifreenth and ſixteenth 
centuties.—— Duth · maruno ſignifies, Hack and 
8 2 fteady ; Croma - glas > bending | and ſwarthy ; 
P ² A » :20ert. nf 


- ſes 
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ſudden clang is nds on all their 22 
ſhields.— Each took his hill, by night; a 

intervals, they darkly ſtood. Unequal ds 
hum of ſongs, between the roaring wind. 
Broad over them roſe the moon. In his 
arms, came tall Duth-maruno; he from Croma- 
cCharn of rocks, ſtern hunter of the boar. In 
his dark boat he roſe on waves, when Crum- 
_ thormoth *) L its woods. In the chace 
he ſhone, among his foes: — No fear was 


chies , Duth- - maruno. 


* of Cort ; 7 1 e W ſhall 
be forward thro night. From this * I ſhall 
view them, over their gleaming tribes. Starno, 
of lakes, is before me, and Swaran , the foe of 
ſtrangers. Their words are not in yain , by 
Loda's ſtone of power. If Duth · maruno 
returns not, his ſpouſe is lonely, at home, 
where meet Vo roaring ſtreams, on Crathmo- 
etaulo's plain. Around are hills, with their 
woods; 3 wo ocean is rolling Near. My ſon 

; looks 


47 1 1 er 
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») crumthormoth, one of the oe 0 Shetland 
iſlands. The name is not of Galic original. It 
was lub jest t its own petty king, who is mett- | 
1 in one of Offian's poems. 
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looks on ſcreaming u- See yt wanderer 
of the field. Give the head of a bohr to Can- 
dona 9, tell him ot his father's ; joy, when 
the briſtly ſtrength of 3 ed on _ 


5 OY en 1 * 


P s F 8 5 
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F ant. þ Cean - daona, bead of ibs . the foul of Duth- 
7 maruno. He became afterwards famous, in the 
expeditions of Oſſian, after the death of Fingal 
The traditional tales concerning him are very 
numerous z and, from the epithet, in them, be- 
ſtowed on him (_ Candona-of boars) it would ap- 
| pear, that he applied himſelf to that kind of 
hunting. which his father, i in this paragraph, is 
ſo anxious to recommend to him. As I have 
mentioned the traditional tales of the Highlands, 
ir may not be improper herb, to give ſome ac 
count of them. After the expulſion of the bards, ' 
from the houſes of the chiefs, they being an in · 
dolent race of men, owed all their ſuþſitence to 
the generoſity of the vulgar , Whom they diverted | 
with repeating the compoſitions of their prededeſ- 
ſors, and running up the genealogies of their 
entertainers to the family. of their chiefs. /As 
this ſubject was, however, ſobn (exhauſted, they 
were obliged, to have recourſe to invention, and 
form ſtories having no foundation in fact, which 
K * „ $69 1H +2 We- 


2 Os ee geen, fat m 1 * 
2 155 bounded over ridgy ſeas: theirs wes the 


times of danger, in tlie yt of old. Nor ga- 
a | = EM _ A "thers. | 
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were ne. with great dale 5 by an + Fa 


e multitude. By frequent repeating, ihne 
grew upon theit Hands; and, as each threw 


N a whatever ciocumſtahce he thonght conducive 


N 


v0 raĩſe the admiration of | his hearers, the Rory 


e at laſt, ſo devoid; of all probabilit ö 


that even the vulgar themſelves did not believe i it, 
* They, however. liked the tales ſo well, that the 
bards found their advantage in turning profefled 
tale — makers. They then launched out into the 


ad 0 en regions of fin and romance I firmly | 


* 


. believe, there are more Rories of Siaurs, encham- 
ed cafiles, dwarfs, and palfreys, in the High- 


Py lands, than in any country in Europe. Theſe ta- 
les, it is certain, like other romantic compoſitions, | 
hae many things in them unmaturab / aud, con- 


ſequently, disguſtful to true taſte: but, 1 knoõW- 


not how it happens, they command. attention mo- 
rte than any other fictions I evet met with. — _ 
The /extream length of theſe pieces is very ſur - 


priling, ſome of them requiring many days to 
repeat them: but ſach hold they take of the me / 
mory, that few circumſtances are ever omitted 


by n, who have WOT ny POE from oral | 


* 
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4 _ thers. darkneſs on me, before e cho 1 | 
PpPoung, in my locks, —— „ Chief. of Obe. 

7 _ the field of night is wine 5 
1 le ruſhed, in all bis arms, wide: bounding 
* over Turthor's ſtream, that ſent its ſullen roar, 


by night, thro" Gormal's _ miſty vale. — A 
| . mbh beam glittered on a rock; in the midſt, * 
| | ood a ſtately form; a form with floating 
locks, like Lochlin's white · boſomed maids. — 
Unequal are her ſteps, and ſhort: ſhe throws 
a broken ſong on wind. At times ſhe toſſes 


her white arms: for grief i is in ber i 


y 


by [tens 0 5. of and. locks * now ö 
A are thy ſteps, wy? Lulan? thou haſt Hailed, at 
Fo: thine 


| guage of the bards is ſtill preſerved. Ir is curious 

to ſee, that the deſcriptions of magnificence, in- 
_ troduced in theſe tales, is even ſuperior to all 
myers eas of the kind. Bs 


*) Torcul - - rorno , An e es, was king 
of Crathlun, a diftri& in Sweden. The river Lu- 


[9 lan ran near the reſidence of Tercul-torno. There 
N i ts How e s_ 
N is 
5 8 4 } 
* 
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thine own dark ſtreams, father 1 ear. IF 

glas! But I behold theey chief of Lulan ,\fport=  , * 
. ing by Loda's hall, ne; dark-ſkirted ww 3 
; nnen Gor). ua bl 


* 
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is a river in Sweden, ſtill called, Len is 3 
1 Probably the fame. with. Lulau. _ The. Wart be- _— 


_ tween Starno and T greul - -torno., „ which — 
f : # ' "nated in the death PF the latter , * bad ! its 1 at 
2 hunting party. Stats” being itte ed iH 
220 friendly manner, by Tofcul · torno - boch Kings , x 
Vith their followers, went to the mountains Bf 
tivamor, to hunt. A boar ruſhed from the 


ook before the kings, and Torchlt tornd killed 
it. Starno thought this behaviour a breach pn 1 
* ot WM Privilege of enen were always Keonour- 5 
| A ed „Jas tradition expreſſes. it, with the danger 
wn of the chace. A quarrel aroſe, the kings un 
* to battle, with all their attendants, and 111 50 Par- 
ty of Torcul - torno were totally defeated, ald 
he himſelf ſlain, Staro purſued his victory, 
laid waſte the diftri& af Crathlun, and, coming 
to the reſidence of Torcul- torno; carried off, 
by force, Conban : carglas, the beautiful daugh- 
| ter of his enemy. Her -he.« confined in a cave, 
near the palace of Gormal, where, on account 
ied Of Bs rn TR AE EO: 
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Thou, ſometimes, hideſt the moon, with 
thy ſhield. I have ſeen her dim; in heaven, 
Thou kindleſt thy hair into meteors, and fail- 
eſt along the night. — Why am 1 forgot 
in my cave, king of ſhaggy boars? Look from 
the hall of Loda, on lonely Conban - carglas. 


«Who art thou', td Fitigal , voice of 


night?” ” —— She trembling, turned away. 


«Who art thou, in thy darkneſs?” — She 
ſhrunk, into the cave, —— The king looſed 
the, thong from ONES: he aſked about her 


fathers. 


ebene, ſhe aid , once dwelt at Lu- 
lan's foamy ſtream: he dwelt — but, now, 
in Loda's hall, he ſhakes the ſounding ſhell. 
He met Starno of Lochlin, in battle; long 
fought the dark- eyed kings. My father fell, 
at length, blue · ee Toreul - torno. 


»# 
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The paragraph, juſt now before us; is the 

ſong of Conban - carglas, at the time ſhe was 

discovered by Fiugal, It is in lyric meaſure, ahd 

| fer to muſic,” which is wild and ſimple, and fo 

ininitably ſuited to the ſituation of the unhappy 
lady, that few can hear i it without tears, | 


IA + P0876 4-5, 


By a rock, at Lulan's ſtream , I had pier- 
ced the bounding roe. My white band gather- 
ed my hair, from off the ſtream of winds. I 


heard a noiſe. Mine eyes were up. My ſoft 
breaſt roſe on high. My ſtep was forward, at 


Lulan, to meet thee, Torenl- torn. 


It was Starno, dreadful king — His 
red eyes rolled on Conban - carglas. Dark wav- 
ed his ſhaggy brow, above his gathered ſmile. 


Where is my father, I ſaid, he that was migh- 
ty in war? Thou art left alone emong wer, 


daughter of Torcul - torng! | 


He ads my hand. He raiſed the fall. 11 
this cave he placed me dark. At times, he 
comes, a gathered miſt. He lifts, before me, 


my father's ſhield, Often paſſes a beam) 


of youth, far-diſtant from my cave. He dwells 
lonely in the um of the . of Toreub £ 


torno. 


* 


9) By the beam of youth , ie afterwatds appears, that 2 


Conban - carglas means Swaran, the ſon of Star- 
no; with whom, during her confinement," ſhe 
had fallen in love. 8 


—_ 
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Daughter of Lulan , ſaid Fingal , white 
handed Conban - carglas; a cloud, marked with 
ſtreaks of fire, is rolled along the ſoul.” Look 
not to that dark-robed moon; nor yet to thoſe 
meteors of heaven; my gleaming ſteel is around 
thee, daughter of Torcul-torno, | 


It is not the ſteel of the feeble, nor of 
the dark in ſoul. 'The maids are not ſhut—in 
our *) caves of fireams ; - nor tolling their whi- | 
te arms alone. They, bend, fair within their 
locks, above the harps of Selma. Their voice. 
is not in the deſart wild, young light of Tor- 


cul - torno. | 
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*) From this contraſt „which Fingal draws, between 
his own nation, and the inhabitants of Scandina- 
via, we may learn, that the former were much 
leſs barbarous than the latter. This diſtinction 
is ſo much obſerved throughout the poems of Of- 
fian, that there can be no doubt, that he follow- 

_ed. the real manners of both nations in his own 
time. At the cloſe of the ſpeech of Fingal , the- 
re is 2 great part of the original loſt. | 
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1 1 Fingal, again, advanced his ſteps, wide 
thro' the boſom of night, to where the trees of : 
| Loda ſhook” amidſt ſqually winds. Three ſto- 
nes, with heads of moſs; are there; a ſtream, 
- with foaming courſe; and dreadful, rolled 
ardund them, is the dark-red cloud of Loda. 
From its top looked forward a ghoſt, half. form- 9 
ed of the ſhadowy ſmosk. He poured his voi: 
ce, at times, amidſt the roaring ſtream. —— 
Near, bending beneath a blaſted tree, two he- 
roes received his words: Swaran of the lakes, , 
and Starno foe of ſtrangers. — On their dun 
ſhields, they darkly RF: their ſpears are 
torward in night. Shrill ſounds the blaſt of 
darkneſs, in Starno's floating beard, 2 
They heard the tread of Fingal. The is 
riors roſe in arms. Swaran, lay that wanderer 
low, ſaid Starno, in his pride. Take the ſhield 
of thy father; it is a rock in war.” —— Swa- 
ran threw his gleaming ſpear: it ſtood fixed in 
Loda's tree. Then came the foes forward, with 
ſwords. They mixed their rattling ſteel. Thro' 
the thongs of Swaran's ſhield ruſhed the bla- 
de " of Luno. The ſhield fell rolling on 
| | 3 TOY earth. 


2 * 
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9 The ſword of Fingal, ſo called en . maker, 
Lund of Lochlin. 
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earth, Cleft the helmet *) fell down. Fingal 
ſtopt the lifted ſteel. Wrathful ſtood Swaran , 
unarmed, He rolled his ſilent eyes, and threw 
his ſword on earth. Then, ſlowly ſtalking over 
the ſtream, he whiſtled as he went. 


Nor unſeen of his father is Swaran. Starno 
turned away in wrath. His ſhaggy brows wav- 
ed dark, above his gathered rage. He ſtruck 
Loda's tree, with his ſpeas; he raiſed the hum 
of ſongs. — They came to the hoſt of Lochlin, 
each in his own dark path; like two foam. cover- 
ed ſtreams , from two rainy vales. 


To Turthor's plain Fingal returned. Fair 
roſe the beam of the eaſt. It ſhone on the 
ſpoils of Lochlin in the hand of the king. From 
her cave came forth, in her beauty, the daugh- 
ter of Torcul-torno. She gathered her hair from 
wind; and wildly raiſed her ſong. The ſong of 
Lulan of ſhells, where once her father dwelt, 


She ſaw Starno's bloody ſhield.  Gladneſs © 
role, a light, on her face, She ſaw the cleft 
helmet | 


*) The helmet of, Swaran. The behaviour of Fingal 

is always conſiſtent with that generoſity of ſpirit, 

_ which belongs to a hero. He takes no advanta- 
ge of a foe disarmed. | 
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helmet of Swaran *); ſhe ſhrunk, datketied; — 
from the king. '—— Art thou fallen; by a 
thy hundred ſtreams © love of Ne + car- 
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U „ that tileſt in waters; on whoſe 
fide are the meteors of night! 1 behold the dark 
moon defeending behind thy eochoing woods. 
On thy top dwells the miſty Loda, the houſe 
of the ſpirits of men. — In the end of his 
cloudy, hall bends forward Cruth-loda of ſwords. 
His form is dimly ſeen, amidſt his wavy miſt. : 
His right band i is on his ſhield: in his left is \ 
+) Conban - - carghas, from 8 the helmet of Swa- 
ran bloody in the hands of Fingal, conjedtured. 
chat that hero was killed. — A part of the origi- 0 
nal is loſt, It appears, however, from the ſequel 
of the poem, that the daughter of Torcul · torna 
did not long ſurvive her ſurprize , occaſioned by „ 
the ſuppoſed death of her lover. — The de- _ 
ſcription of the airy hall of Loda (which is ſuppoſ- 9 
ed to be the ſame with that of Odin, the dei -- 
ty of Scandinavia) is more pictureſque and de · 
bs, than any in the Edda, ot other W 
1 * * Scalders. 
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the half - viewleſs ſhell. The roof of his dread- 
* hall is marked with r hires. 


+ ; 
* 
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The race of Cruth: loda advance 8 a ridge 
of formleſs ſhades. He reaches the ſounding 
ſhell, to thoſe who ſhone in war; but, between 
him and the feeble, his ſhield riſes, a cruſt of 


darkneſs. - He is a ſetting meteor to the weak 
in arms. — Bright, as a rain-bow on ſtreams, 


came white · armed Conban - carglas. —— _ 
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Fingal returning, with day E devolves the command of 
: the army on Duth - mat unp, who engages the enemy , 
and drives them over the ſtream of Turthor. Fingal, 
after recalling his people, congratulates Duth - maruns 
on his ſucceſs; but discovers, that that hero was mor- 
tally wounded in the engagement. Duth - ma- 
rund dies., Ullin, the bard, in honour of the dead, 
introduces the epiſode of Colgorm and Strina * 
wich n the duãn . 
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7 eee ee EP N 
N art thou, ſon. of the king? faid 7 
dark-haired Duth- maruno. Where haſt 
thou failed, young beam of Selma? — He 
returns not from the boſom of night! Morning 
is ſpread on U-thorno, in bis miſt is the ſun, 
on his hill, —— Warriors, lift the ſhields, 
in my preſence. He muſt not fall, like a fire 
from heaven, whoſe place is not marked on the 
ground. —— He comes like an eagle, from 
the ſkirt of his ſqually wind! In his hand are 
the ſpoils of foes. —— YE of . our 
ſouls were ſad. | 
Near us are the foes, Duth- -maruno.. They 
come forward, like waves in, miſt, when their 
| Eo foany 


? 


A T H 1 Oo * 


foamy tops are ſeen, at times; above the low- 

failing vapour, —— The traveller ſhrinks on 

his journey, and knows not whither to fly. — 

. No trembling travellers. are we! —— Sons of 
heroes, catl forth the ſteel. — Shall the ſword 
of Fingal ariſe, or ſhall a warrior lead ? 


*) The deeds of old, ſaid Duth - maruno, 


are like paths to our eyes, o Fingal. Broad- 
THE ſhielded 


*) In this ſhort epiſode we have a very probable ac- 
count given us, - of the origin of monarchy in 
Caledonia, The Catl, or Gauls, who pos ſeſſed 
the countries to the north of the Firth of Edin- 
burgh, were, originally, a number of diſtinct 
tribes, or clans, each ſubject to its own chief, 

who was free and independent of any other pow⸗ 

N N er. When the Romans invaded them, the com- 

mon danger might, perhaps, have induced thoſe 
reguli, to join together: but, as they were un- 

1 Ps willing to yield to the command of one of their 

own number, their battles were ill conducted, 
and, conſequentiy, unſucceſsful. — Trenmor 
was the firſt who repreſented to the chiefs, the 
bad conſequences of carrying on their wars in 

*--- - this? irregular manner , and adviſed, that they 

[9:11 themſelves: ſhould alrernately ay in battle, They 

' | did 
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ſhielded Trenmor is ſtil ſeen, amidſt his own 
dim years. Nor, feeble was the“ ſoul of the 
king. There, no dark deed wandered in ſe- 
cret. —, From their hundred ſtreuams came 
the tribes, to graſſy Colglan - erona. Their 
chiefs were before them. Each ſtrove to lead 
the war. Their ſwords - were often half - un- 
ſheated. Red rolled their eyes of rage. Sepa- 
rate they ſtood, and hummed their furly ſongs. 
— Why ſhould they yield to each other? 
their fathers were equal in war. 8 


7 + : * 


* e 8 

did fo, but they were unſucceſsful. When it ca- 
me to Trenmor's turn, he totally defeated the 
enemy, by his, ſuperior valour and conduct; Which 
gained him ſuch an intereſt among the tribes, 
thar he, and his family after him, were regard- 
ed as kings; or, to uſe the poet's expreſſion, 
the words of power ruſhed forth from Selma of 
- kings. '—— The regal authority, however, ex- 
cept in time of war, was but inconſiderable; 
for every chief, within his own diſtrict, was ab- 
ſolute and independent. — From the ſcene of 
_ the battle in this epiſode (which was in the val- 
ley of Crona, à little to the north of Agricolas 
wall) L ſhonld ſuppoſe, that the enemies of the 
Caledonians were the Romans, or — 
* 2 
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Trenmor was there, with his people, ſtate- 
ly in youthful locks. He ſaw the advancing 
foe. The grief of his ſoul aroſe. He bade the 
chiefs to lead, by turns: they led, but they 
were rolled away. —— From his own moſly 
hill, blue - ſhielded Trenmor came down. He 
led wide - ſkirted battle, and the ſtrangers fail- 
ed. Around him the dark-browed warriors 
came: they ſtruck the ſhield of joy. Like a 
pleaſant gale , the words of power ruſhed forth 
from Selma of kings. But the chiefs led, by 
turns, in war, till mighty danger roſe: then 
was the hour of the king, to conquer in the 
_ field. BE: es 


«Not unknown, ſaid Cromma- glas) of 
ſhields, are the deeds of our fathers. — But 
5 . who 


©) In tradition, this Cromma+glas makes a great 
figure in that battle, which Comhal loſt, together 
with his life, to the tribe of Morni. 1 have juſt 
now, in my hands, an Iriſh compoſition, of a 
very modern date; as appears from the language, 

in which all the traditions, concerning that deciſi- 
ve engagement, are jumbled together. In juſtice 
to the merit of the poem, 1 ſhould have here 
preſented to the reader a translation of it, did 
| not 
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who ſhall now lead the war; befote the race 
of kings? Miſt ſettles on theſe four dark hills: 
within it let each warrior ſtrike his ſhield. 


Spirits may deſcend in darkneſs, and mark us 


for the war.“. They went, , each to his 


- 


1 


hill 


not the bard mention ſome circumſtances very 
ridiculous, and others altogether Indecent, Morna, 
the wife of Comhal, had a principal hand in all 


the traus actions previous to the defeat and death 


of her husband; ſhe, to uſe the words of the 
bard, who was the guiding ſtar of the women of 
Erin. The bard, it is to be hoped, misrepreſent- 


ed the ladies of his country: for Morna's be- 
* haviour was, according to him, fo void of all 
| decency and virtue „that it cannot be ſuppoſed, 

they had choſert her for their guiding flar. — 
The poem conſiſts of many ftanzag. The lan- 
guage is figurative, and the numbers harmoniousz | 

but the piece is ſo füll of anachroniſms, and fo 


129 7 unequal in its compoſition, that the author, moſt 


-undoubredly , „Vas either mad, or drunk, when 


be wrote It, —— — It is worthy of being 


remarked, that Comhal is, in this Poem very 
often called, Coimbal na & Aibin, or Combal of. ; 
Albis; which Tufficieritly demonſtrates, that 


tze allegations of Keating and O Flaherty, con- 


/ cerning W are . W 8 in- 
Fro venti on. 


4 
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I ſhields. Loudeſt rung thy boſs, ane 


Thow: mult Py in war.” \%* inagtis 


* 16 : 
\ Mn 


Like the . waters, the race of 


U- thorno came down. Starno led the battle, 


and Swaran of ſtormy iſles. They looked for- 
ward from iron ſhields, like Cruth - lods fiery- 
eyed, when he. looks from behind the darkened 
moon, * Arews, his ſigns on night. 
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__ The Ki met Fa Turthor's ſtream. They 
heaved like ridgy waves. © Their ecchoing ſtro- 
kes are mixed. Shadowy death flies over the 


hoſts. They were clouds of hail, with ſqually 
winds in their ſkirts. . Their ſhowers are roar- 


ing together. Below. chem ſwells. th, dark- 
a deep. *. e e eee mw . 


| Woe Si. 
Strife of W m ee 5 5 ſhould 
I mark thy wounds? Thott art with the years 


that are gone; thou fadeſt on my ſoul: Starno 


brought forward his {Kirt of war, and Swaran 
his own, dark wing. Nor 'A harmleſs fire is 
Duth - -maruno 8 ſword, .— — Lochlin i is rolled 
over her ſtreams. The wrathful kings are fold- 
- od) — They roll their e : 


. * over, 


4 


f 


. 
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ober the fight of their land. The hom 


of Fingal was heard: the ſons of woody Albin 


returned. But many lay, by 2 1 
ſilent in their blood. #115! end dt 2 4ig5y 


iin 10 hangs 74 
Chief of C Crom. chen ſaid. the lege (Re 


inaruno, hunter of boars! not harmleſs - returns 


& \ 
11 


my eagle ; fram the field of ſoes. Fot this 


white - boſomed Lanul ſhall-- brighten,” at her 
ſtreams ; J Candoha ſhall rejoleeq? OY 5 
mo eraulo- rf zun 7 10 777 a 


LET'Y 
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3 | Gaigorm, * e the chiek, an the 
| firſt of my. rage, in Albin; Colgorm, the rien 
of ocean; thro! nt Wan Bi {ore 
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25 The bey of Duth- mibuns g W eats; came 
- | originally from Scandinavia 1 — leaſt, fr 


dbome of che uontiera, tes, Haie in df, 
the kings of Lochlin: The Highland +faachicss 


who never miſſed to make their comments n 

And additions to; the works of Oman; have, 2 
75. Fei W a long lit of the 2 of firs of 
tun ang, 4 particular & eee 


25 


many of. which ate of the A . One : 


of the tale - - makers of the north has 8 for 

his hero; Starumotz the father of Dilths- maruno; - 

And; 1 the adventures this* Which he 
ER: 


* 


LEA al _ has 


*. 
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A 
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brother in I- thorno: he left the land of his fa- 
tthers. He choſe his place, in filence, by rocky 
Crathmo-craulo. His race came forth, in their 
years; they came forth to war, but they always 
fell. The wound of my fathers i is mine, king 
of ee. iſles! OT \ 


a ie Ger an ese Bog ks de. Ie Fel 
pale; in a land unknown. His ſoul came forth 
to his fathers, to their ſtormy iſle. There they 
purſued boars of miſt, along the ſkirts of 
winds. —— The chiefs ſtood filent around, 
as the ſtones of Loda, on their hill. The tra- 
veller ſees them, thro" the twilight, from his 
lonely path. He thinks them he ghoſts of the 
aged, forming future wars, 


Night came down, on U-thorno. Still © 
"ood the chiefs in their grief. The blaſt hiſſed, 
by turns, thro' every warrior's hair. — Fingal, 


© length, burſted forth from the thoughts of 


his ſoul. He called Ullin of harps „and bade 


5 the ſong to kiſe. — No falling fire, that is 


, ſeen, and . retires in abt; no de- 
_ has led * * piece is EO oF OM 


8 nor abounding with that kind of fiction » Which 
ſhocks credibility, 
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parting meteor was Crathmo- bauen chief He 


was like the ſtrong - beaming ſun, long rejoic- 
ing on his hill. Call the names of his fathers, 


from 9 dwellings old. 4 


* Kath *), ſaid the 1 that riſeſt mid 


ridgy ſeas! Why is thy head ſo gloomy, in the 
ocean's miſt? From thy vales eume fortli a race, 


fearleſs as thy ſtrong - winged eagles; the race 
of Colgorm of jron "Thields, dwellers of Loda's 
m _—_— 5 


Mo This epiſode | is, 5 the iced; extremely beau- 
riful. It. is ſet to that wild kind of muſic, which 
ſome of the Highlanders diſtinguiſh } by the title 
of Fin Oi marra, or, the Song of mernaids. 
Some part-of the air is abſolutely infernal ; bur 

there are many returns in the meaſure, which. 
are inexpreflibly wild and beautiful. From the 
genius of the muſic, I ſhould think- it came ori- 
ginally from Scandinavia; for the fictions deliver- 
ed down concerning the Oi - marra , (who are 
reputed the authors of the muſic) exactly corre · 
ſpond with the notions of the northern nations ? 
conxkerning their dire, or, goddeſſes of deatb. 
of all rhe names in this eplſode, there is none 
df a Galic original, except Strina- dens + which 

N ac the "ye of betoes., | 

IE 2 nn 
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In Tormoth's nn iſle, aroſe Lurth- 
an, ſtreamy hill. It bent its woody head abo- 
ve a filent vale, There, at foamy Cruruth's | 
ſource, dwelt Rur- mar, hunter of boars, His 
daughter was or as a ſun beam, white boſom- 


ed Strina- dn: 3 oft E en 
Many a / a of heroes, "ms, of iron 
ſhields; many a youth of heavy locks came to 
Rur-mar's ecchoing hall. They came to woo 
the maid, the ſtately huntreſs of Tormoth 
wild. — But thou lookeſt careleſs from thy | 


ſteps „ bigh- boſomed Strina - dona 


| 


If on the PETE ſhe red bet breaſt v was 
whiter than the down of Cana *);. if on the 
ſea- beat fhore , than the foam of the rolling 
ocean. Her eyes were two ſtars-of light; her 

face was heaven's bow in ſhowers; ; her dark 
hair flowed oy it, like the ſtreaming elende, — | 
33 . 


N »*) The Cana is a certain kind of graſs, which grows 
plentifully in the heathy moraſſes of the north. 

Its ſtalk is of the reedy kind, and it carries a 

8 ruſe of down, very much reſembling cotton. It 
is exceſſively, white , and, conſequently , often 
introduced by. tze bards, in their ſimilies con- 
cerning the beauty of women. 


5 
— 
| 


„ 


— 


Thou wert the dweller of fouls, white handed 


Strina - dona 


„ene came, in his ſhip, and Coreul - 


ſuran, king of ſhells. The brothers came, from 


I-thortio, „to woo: the ſun- beam of Tormoth's iſ- 
le. She ſaw them in their ecchoing ſteel. Her 
ſoul was fixed on blue - eyed Colgorm. — Ul- 
lochlin's “, nightly eye looked in, and ſaw the 


_ tolling arms of String dona. 
% 


Wrathfal the bad frowned. Theic flam- 
ing eyes, in ſilence, met. They turned away. 
They ſtruck their ſhields. Their hands were 
trembling on their ſwords. They ruſhed into 


the ſtrife of heroes OY for long : haired a | 


dona. 


Coreul - ſuran fell in blood. On his iſle, 
raged the ſtrength of his father. He turned 


Colgorm, from I- thorno, to wander on all the 
winds. —— Crathmo - craulo's rocky field, he 
dwelt, by a foreign ſtream. Nor darkened the 
king alone; that hun of light was near, the 


daughter 


| *) Ul - lochln, the pride to Lain, the name * 


44 1 5 | 
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daughter of ecchoing Tormoth, white + armed 
String - dong *), | 


*) The continuation of this epiſode is juſt now- in 
my hands; but the language is fo different from, 
and the ideas ſo unworthy of, Oſſian, that I ha- 
ve rejected it, as an interpolation by a modern 
bard. | 
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9 er ſome general reflections, deſcribes the & 8 
t 


ion of 'Fingal y and the poſition of the army of 


« Cocklin:. ——<-_ The..converlation. of. fharnS and Sa- ; 


ran. —— The epiſode of Cormar - trunar and Foi- 
nar- bragal. Starno, from his own example, 
recommends to Swaran, to ſurprize Fingal, who 
had retired alone to a neighbouring hill. Upon 
Swaran's refaſal „ Starno undertzkes the enterprize 
himſelf, 3s overcome, and taken priſoner, by Fin- 


1 | He is dis miſſed, | After. a ſevere OR 
Tor Ne cruelty. 


35 5 now 


- DUAN THIRD, 
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hence is the ſtream of years? Whither 
do they roll along? Where have they 
ta” in miſt, their many-coloured ſides? I look 
into the times of old, but they ſeem dim to 
Oſſian's eyes, like reflected moon - beams, on a 
diſtant. lake. Here riſe the red beams of war! 
— There, ſilent, dwetlY "a, feeble race! They 
mark no To with their deeds, as flow they 
paſs along; — Dweller between the ſhields; 
thou that awakeſt the failing ſoul, deſcend from 
thy wall, harp of Cona, with thy voices three ! 
Come with that which kindles the paſt: rear the 
forms of old, on their own dark-brown years! 


RS hl Uthorno, 


Fd 
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*) Uthorno , hill of ſtorms, 1 behold, my 


race on thy fide. Fingal is bending, in night, 
over Duth - marunv's tomb. Near him are 


the ſteps of his heroes, hunters of the boar. — 


By 


*) The bards, who were always ready to ſupply 
what they thought deficient in the poems of Of- 
ſiau, have inſerted a great many incidents be- 
tween the ſecond and third dann of Cath - loda, 
Their interpolations are ſo eaſily diſtinguiſhed 
from the genuine remains af Offian, that it took 
me very little time to mark them out, and to» 
tally to reje& them. If the modern Scotch aud 
Iriſh bards have ſhewn any judgment, it is in 
aſcribing their own compoſitions to names. of 
antiquity: for, by that means, they themſelves 
have eſcaped that contempt , which the authors 
of ſuch futile performances muſt, neceſſarily, ha- 
ve met with, from people of true taſte. —— T 
was led into this obſeryation, by an Iriſh poem, 
juſt now before me. It concerns a” deſcent ma- 
de by Swarati, king of Lochlin, on Ireland, 
and is_ the work, fays the traditional preface 
prefixed to it, of Offian Mac- Fion, It however 
appears, from ſeveral pious ejaculations, that it 
was rather the compoſition of ſome good prieſt , / 
in the fikeenth or ſixteenth century. for he 

: | ſpeaks, 
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; By. Turthor's ſtream the hoſt of Locklin 1 


deep in ſhades. The wrathful kings ſtood on, 


two hills; they looked forward from theit boſly 
ſhields, They looked forward on the ſtars of 
| night, red - wandering in the welt. Cruth · loda 
bends from high, like a formleſs meteor in 
clouds. He ſends abroad the winds, and marks. 


them, with his ſigns. Starno foreſaw „ that 


Marven's king was never to yield in war. 


a 4 b 


. = 


- ”7 


| ſpeiks, with great devotion , of pilgrimage, and 


more particularly, of the blue · eyed daughters of 
the convent. Religions, however, as this poet 


Was, he was not altogether decent, in the ſcenes 


he introduces between Swaran and the wife of 
 Congeullion „ both of whom he repreſents as 
giants, It happening unfortunately, that Cong - 
cullion was only of a moderate ſtature, his wife, 
without heſitation , preferred Swaran, as a more 


adequate match for her own gigantic fize, From 
this fatal preference proceeded ſo much mi- 


chief, that the good poet altogether loſt ſight of 


his principal action; and he ends the piece, with 


an advice to men, in the choice of their wives, 
which, however good it may be, 1 ſhall leave 
concealed in the obſcurity of the original, 
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He twice ſtruck the tree in wrath. He ruſh- 
ed before his ſon. He hummed a ſurly ſong; 
and heard his hair in wind. Turned *) from 
one another, they ſtood, like two oaks, which 
different winds had bent; each hangs” over” its 
own loud rill, and ſhakes its boughs in the 
courſe of blaſts. oat e e a Raertades 


Annir, ſaid Starno of lakes, was a fire 
that conſumed of old. He poured death from 
his eyes, along the ſtriving fields. His joy was 
in the fall of men. Blood, to him, was a 
ſommer-ſtream ,. that brings joy to withered va- 
les, from its own moſſy rock. —— He, came 
forth to the lake Lutk · cormo, to meet the 


7) The ſutly attitude of Starno and Swaran % well 
adapred to their fierce and uncomplying dispoſi- 
tions. Their characters , at firſt ſight, ſeom litt- 
le different; 5 bur, upon examination, we find, 
that the poet has dexterously diſtinguiſhed be- 
tween them. They were both dark, ſtubborn, 
haughty awd reſerved: but Starno was cunning , 

- revengeful, and cruel, to the higheſt degree; the 
dispoſition of Swaran , though ſavage ,. was leſs 
bloody, and ſomewhat tinctured with generoſity. 
It is doing injuſtice to Oktan, to fay, that he 
has not a great variety of characters. | 


Noa, - 
tall Corman-trunar , he from Urlor of fireams, 1 
: dweller of battle's wing. CRIES 5 


The chief of Urlor bad come to . 
with his dark boſomed ſhips; he ſaw the . 
daughter of Annir, white · armed Foinar - - bragal. 3 
He ſaw her: nor careleſs rolled her eyes, on 
the rider of ſtormy Waves. She fled to his my | 
in darkneſs , like a moon - beam thro⸗ a nightly 
vale. - 'Annir purſued along the deep; he 
called the winds of heaven. Nor alone : 
was the king; Starno was by his fide. Like 
U - thorno's young 1 1 aa oy eyes oft 
"Y father. . anne T3695 - ESO 64 


ye eime to rowing biet With bi blo * 
kame tall Corman trunar. We fought; AG we 
foe prevailed. | In bis wreath ſtood Annir of la- 
kes. He lopped the young trees, with his ſword. 
His eyes rolled red in his rage. I marked the 

1 Foul of the king; and 1 retired in night. 
From the field IJ took a broken helmet: a ſhield 
that was pierced with ſteel: pointleſs was the 
ſpear in my band. 1 went to find the foe.” 


'On a ack ſat tall Cound: "trunar, ' beſide 5 1 

his burning oak; and near bim, beneath a tree; 3 
ſat deep- SRI, Foinar - -hragal 1 threw my \ 
8 c broken 14 
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broken ſhield before her; ; and ſpoke the words 
of peace. Beſide his rolling ſea, lies An- 
nir of many lakes. The king was pierced in 
battle; and Starno is to raiſe his tomb, Me, 
a ſon of Loda, he ſends to white - handed Foi- 
nar - bragal, to bid her ſend a lock from her 
hair, to reſt with her father , in earth, —— 
And thou king of roaring Urlor, let the battle 
ceaſe, till Annir receive the ſhell, from fiery- 


eyed Cruth - loda. 


) Burſting into tears, ſhe roſe, and tore 
a lock from her hair; a lock, which wandered, 
in the blaſt, along her heaving breaſt. —— 
Corman - trunar gave the ſhell; and bade me to 
rejoice before him. 1 reſted i in the ſhade 
of night; and hid my face i in my helmet deep. 


Sleep deſcended on the foe. 1 roſe, like 
2 2 ſtalk- 


.) Oſſian is very endl Saks fair ſex. Eien the 
2 of the cruel. Annir, the ſiſter of the re · 

| ul and bloody Starno, partakes not of 
2 disagreeable characters ſo peculiar to her 
family. She 1s altogether tender and delicate. 
Homer, of all ancient poets, uſes "the ſex with 
leaſt ceremony. His cold contempt is even wor- 
ſe, than the downright abuſe of the moderng ; 
for to draw / abuſe linplies the posſeſſiou of ſome 
merit. | 


* 
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g falling gholt. ' pierced the ſide of Corman. 
trunar. Nor did Foinar- bragal eſcape. She 
rolled her white boſom in blood. Why then, 
daughter of heroes, didſt thou wake my rage? 
— Morning roſe. The foe were fled, like S 
the departure of miſt. Annic ſtruck his boſly | 
ſhield. He called his dark- haired ſon. I came, | 
ſtreaked with wandering blood: thrice roſe the * 
ſhout of the king, like the burſting- forth of a | 
| ſquall of wind, from a cloud , by night. _- 
We rejoiced, three. days, above the dead, = | 
called the hawks of heaven. They came, from 
all their winds,  to' feaſt on Annir's- foes. - 1 
Swaran! —— Fingal is alone *), on his hill 1 
of night. Let thy ſpear pierce the king f in ſe- 
ret; like A . ſoul ſhall rejoice. 


\ 


0 in ſhades, 1 move forth in light: the 


E 4 


OY 


*) Fingal, according to the cuſtom of the Caledo- 
nian kings, had retired to a hill alone, as he 
himſelf was to reſume the command of the ar- . 
my the next day, Starno might have ſome in- 
telligence of the king's retiring , ; which occaſions 
his requeſt to Swaran, to ſtab him; 5 as he fore”, 
ſaw, by his art of diviuation', that he could not 
e overcome him in _ battle, 


\ 


Son of Annir of Gormal, Swaran ſhall not | - | 
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hawks ruſh from all their winds; They ore. 
wont to trace my courſe: it is not e 
thro war. 55 ele; 


— 


Burning roſe 1 rage of the king. He 
thrice raiſed his gleaming ſpear. But ſtarting, 
he ſpared. his ſon; and' ruſhed into the night. 
—— By -Turthor's ſtream a cave is dark, the 
dwelling of Conban- carglas. There he laid the 
helmet of kings, and called the maid of Lulan, 
but the was diſtant far, in Loda's HI 
ball. PAT her » Con ht dA 


Swelling in his rege, he 10. to white | 
Fingal lay alone. The king was leid on his 
ſhield, on his own ſecret hill. — Stern 
hunter of ſhaggy boars , no feeble maid is laid 
before thee: no boy, on his ferny bed, by 
Turthor's murmuring ſtream. Here is ſpread 
the couch of the mighty, from which they riſe 
to deeds of death. Hunter of agg boars, 
awaken not the terrible. | 


_-} Dions dns — on. Fingal aroſe | 

in arms. Who art thou, ſon of night?” _ . 
lent he threw: the ſpear. They mixed their 
gloomy ſtrife. The ſhield of Starno fell, cleft 


in twain. He is bound to an oak. The early 
4a | beam 


; * 722 


„% A 


beam wad —— Then Fingal beheld the 
king of Gormal. He rolled a while his filent 
eyes. He thought of other days, when white-_ 
boſomed Agandecca moved like the muſic of 
ſongs. —— He looſed the thong from his 
hands. —— Son of Annir, he faid, retire. 
Retire to Gormal of ſhells: a beam; that was 
ſet, returns; I remeniber thy white - boſomed 
daughter; — dreadful king, away! G0 
to thy troubled dwelling, cloudy foe of the 
lovely! Let the ſtranger ſhun thee, thou head 
my in the hall! 


- A tale of the. timey 'of ola! 
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ARGUMEN T. 


After ah addreſs to Malvina, the daughter of Toſcar , 
Oſſian proceeds to relate his own expedition to Fuär- 
fed, an iſland of Scandinavia. — Mal - orchol, 
king of Fuärfed, being hard prefled in war, by 
Ton- thormod, chief of 'Sar-dronlo, (who had de- 
manded, in vain, the daughter of Mal- orchol . in 
marriage] Fingal ſent Offian to his aid. Oc. 
ſian, on the day after his arrival, came to battle 
with Ton · thormod, and took him priſoner. —— 

Mal- orchol offers his daughter Oina · m6rul to of: 
ſian; but he, discovering her paſſion for Ton - thor- 

3 ders her to her lover, and 

brings abo @xtga! . | between the two kings. 


„ 


f 


- (699 4.40 WE... 


OINA- MORUL: | 
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s flies the unconſtant ſun, over Larmon's 
graſſy hill; ſo paſs the tales of old, along 
my ſoul, by night. When bards are removed 
to their place; when harps; are hung in Selma's 
hall; then comes a voice to 'Offian , and awakes | 
nis foul. It is the voice of years that ate gone: \ 
they roll before me, with all their deeds. 1 
ſeize the tales, as they paſs , „ and Pour them 
forth in ſong. Nor a. troubled ſtream is the + 
ſong of the king, it is like the riſing of muſie 
from Lutha of the ſtrings.— Lutha of man 
ſtrings, not ſilent are ſtreamy rocks, when the 
White hands of Malvina move upon the harp, — 50 
Light of the ſhadowy thoughts, that fy acroſs , 
my. ſoul, daughter of Toſcar of helmets, 2 wilt 
thou not hear the ſong! We call back, - - maid 


of, Lutha, * uk: that have rolled of 
—_ n 15 At 4228 


% 
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It was in the days of the king *), While 
yet my locks were young, that I marked Con- 

cathlin *), on high, from ocean's nightly wa- 
ve. My courſe was towards the iſle of Fuiirf- 


ed, woody, dweller of ſeas. Fingal had ſent 


me to the vid of Mal- orchal, king of Fuiirfed 
/ Wild: 


© . 6 


eee e beam of the wave. What ſtar 
was ſo called of old, is not eaſily ascertained. 
Some now diſtinguifh the pole · ſtar by that na- 
me. A long, which is ſtill in, repute, among the 
ſea - faring part of the Highlanders, alludes to 
chis paſſage af Oman. The author commends 
the knowledge of Offian in ſea - affairs, a merit, 
| which, perhaps, few of us moderns will _ 
him, or any in the age in which he Bve#. —— 


One thing is certain, that the Caledonians often 


made their way thro' the dangerons auf tem- 
peſtuous ſeas of „Scandinavia; which is more, 
perhaps, thau the more poliſhed nations, fub- 
„fitting in thoſe times, dared to YEuture. —; 


„ bn, eſtimating the degree of knowledge of arts 


among the antients, we ought not to being it 
into compariſon with the improvements oft mo- 
— times. Our advantages over them proceed 
more from accident, than any merit of ours. — 


*% 


x 


» 


wild: bor war was around him, and que , 
had met, at the feaſt.” | . 


In Col - coiled, I bound my fails, abit ſent 
my ſword to Mal- orchol of ſhells. He knew 
the ſignal of Albin, and his joy aroſe. | He 
came from his own high hall, and ſeized my 

hand in grief. Why comes the race of heroes 
to a falling king 7 Ton- thormod of many ſpears 


{AO POEM [1 


is the chief of wavy. Sar: drönlo. He ſaw and 


loved my daughter, white- boſomed Oina· mörul. 
He ſought; I denied the maid: for our fathers 
had been foes, —— He came, with battle, 
to Fuirfed. My people, are rolled away. 

Why comes the race of herogy, to a a 
kg?” io. 5 0 A . 
I come not; 1 ſaĩd, to Took; Uke a hots 
on the ſtrife. Fingal remembers Mat- orchol, 
and his hall for ſtrangers. From his waves, the 
warrior deſcended, on thy woody iſte. Thou 


wert no cloud befare. bim. Tby feaſt was 


ſpread with ſongs. For this my ſword. hall ri- 
ſe; and thy foes Perhaps T. fail. — Our 


ba 


N * : 1 51 


ſtant is our land. 


Son of the during Trenmar,. ths „ RP are 


like * voice of .Cruth - loda ,. when he ſpeaks, 
oy” | -L 4 1 from 


# 


\ 


6. 


A 
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Pl his parting cloud, ſtrong dweller of the 
ſky ! Many have rejoiced at my feaſt; but they 
all have forgot Mal- orchol. I have looked to- 
wards all the winds, but no white fails were 
ſeen. But ſteel “) reſounds in my hall; 
and not the joyful ſhells, Come to my 
dwell- 


/ 


*) There is a ſevere ſatire couched in this expreſſion, | 
againſt the gueſts of Mal-orchol, Had his feaſt 
been ftill ſpread, had joy continued in his hall, 
his former paraſites weuld not have failed to re. 
ſort to him, But as the time of feitivity was 
paſt, their attendance allo ceaſed, The ſenti- 
ments of a certain old bard are agreeable to this 
obſervation. He, poetically, compares a great 
man to. a fire kindled in a deſart place. Tho- 

ſe that pay court to him, ſays he, are rolling 
large around him, like the ſmoke about the fi- 
re. This ſmoke gives the fire a great appearan, 
ce at a diſtance , but it is but an empty vapour | 

3 itſelf, and varying its form at every breeze. 

When the trunk, which ſep the fire, is conſum- 

| . ed, the finoke departs on all the winds, So the 

flatterets forſake” their chief, when his power 
deeclines.“ I have choſen to give a paraphraſe, 
rather than a trauslatiou , of this paſſage; as the 
original is verboſe and forthy, , notwithſtanding 
of the ſentimental merit of the author. 


WS 7 


He was one of the leſs antient bards, and their 
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i 
dwelling , race of heroes; dark -ſkirted night is 
near. Hear the voice of ſongs, n 3 maid 
of Fuirfed wild. | ; | 


"4 p 


| We went. On the hs aroſe 5 white 
hands of Oina- mörul. She waked her own ſad 
tale, from every trembling ſtring. 1 ſtoqd in 
ſilence; for bright in her locks. was the daugh- 
ter of many 'iſles, Her eyes were like two ſtars, / 
looking forward thro' a ruſhing ſhower, . The 
mariner marks them on high, and bleſſes the 
lovely beams. —— With morning we raſhed 
to battle, to Tormul's reſounding ſtream: the 
foe moved to the ſound of Ton- thormod's boſſy 
ſnield. From wing to wing the ſtrife was mix- 
ed: I met the chief of Sar-drönlo. Wide flew 
his broken ſteel; I ſeized the king in fight; 1 4 
gave his hand, bound faſt with thongs, to Mal- "i 
brehol, the giver of ſbells. Joy roſe at the 5 
feaſt of Fuirfed, for the foe had failed. 
Ton · thormod ne th ur nes en kom Oins- > 
motul of iſles. 4 1 87 ; 5 


Son of FAR UE ll orci, not for- 5 
got ſhalt e 85 from me. A lt "ſhall n 


5 nb are not nervous —_ to \ bear 7 | 
-— "Hteral translation. T RO TOR 


* 9 
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Nn OINA-MOR U L: 
dwell in thy ſhip. Oina - mörul of flow-rolling 
eyes. She ſhall kindle gladneſs , along thy 
mighty ſoul. Nor unheeded ſhall the | aid 
moye in Selma, thro the e of Linge 


In the hall I ley 4 in nights Mine eyes N 

re half-cloſed in ſleep. Soft muſic came to mi- 
ne ear: it was like the ' riſing breeze „that 
- whirls, at firſt, the thiſtle's beard; then flies, 
dark. ſhadowy , over the graſs, It was the maid 
of Fuirfed wild: ſhe raiſed the nightly ' ſong; 
for ſhe knew that my ſoul was a lem: "hit 
flowed at Pleaſant ſounds. 8 We | 


Y 


FF; 


| Who "PV ſhe id, * his rock, on 

_ ocean's cloling miſt? His long lacks, like the 

raven's wing, are wandering on the blaſt. Sta · 

| tely are bis. ſteps in grief. The tears are. in i 
2 8 his eyes. His manly breaſt is heaving over- bis 
burſting ſoul. —— Retire, I am diſtant far; 
a wanderer. in lands unknown. Tho' the, race 
of kings are arqund me, yet my ſoul is dark. 

Why have our fathers been foes, Ton- 
thormod love, of maids! ar Wn N 8 . 


; EL 1701 10. 
Soft voice 6f the ſireamy iſle, INE W 


ties mourn by night? the race of daring Tren- 


mor are not the _ in . Thou halt not 
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wander, by ſtreams e blos · eyed 8 
morul, —— Within this boſom is a voice; it 
comes not to other ears: it bids Ogian hear 
the hapleſs, in their hour of woe, —- Retire , 
oft linger by night; Ton - thormod ſhall not 
mourn on his rock. So” 


PR 


| With morning 1 looſed the king 1 gave 
"hi long - haired maid. Mal- orchol heard my -- 
words, in the midſt of his ecchoing halls. —— 
«King of Fuirfed wild, why ſhould Ton-thor- 

mod mourn ? He is of the race of heroes, and 

a flame in war. Your fathers have been foes, 

but now their dim ghoſts rejoice in death, += 
They ſtretch their arms of miſt to the ſame 
ſhell in Loda. Forget their gh ye warriors; 
it was the eloud of other years. | 


Such were the deeds of Oſſian, while yet 


his locks were young: tho lovelineſs, with a 
robe of beams, clothed the daughter of many 
iſles. We call back, maid of Lutha, the 


years that have rolled away! 


* ; 


* 
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Fingal disparches Offian and Toſcar, to raiſe a ſtone, on 
the banks of the ſtream of Crona, to perpetuate the 


place. When they were employed in that work, 
Carul, a neighbouring chief, invited them to a feaſt. 


ve. with Colne - dona, the daughter of Car- ul. Col- 
na - dona became no leſs enamoured of Toſcar. 


= happy isſue. 


* 
my 


memory of a victory, which he had obtained in that 
; —— They went: and Toſcar fell deſperately in lo- 


incident, at a hunting · party, brings their loves to 


1 
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COLNA- DONA: 


_ courſe, between trees, near Car · ul's ecchoing 
* 10 1 halls. 


5 


oy Colna - dona fignifies the love ＋ heroes. Col. 
amon, narrow river. Car- ul, dark- eyed. Col - 


5 amon, the reſidence of Car- ul, was in the 


0 neighbourhood of Agricola's wall, towards the 

| ſouth, Ca- ul ſeems to have been of the 
race of thoſe Britons, who ate diſtinguiſhed by 
the name of Maiatz, by the writers of Rome. 
MNMaiatæ is derived from two Galic words, Mot, 

2 plain, and A1TICH, inhabitants ; ſo that the 
ſignification of Maiate is, the | inhabitants of the 
Plain canntry; a name given to the Britons, who 
Veoeere ſettled in the Low «lands, in contradiſtinc- 
tion to the Caledonians, (i, e. CE- Don, the 
„ 5:4) 00311 


ol - amon of troubled ſtreams, dark wan- 
derer of diſtant vales, I hehold thy 


\ 


: 


| / 
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halls, There dwelt bright Colna- dona, the 
daughter of the king. Her eyes were rolling 
ſtars; her arms were white as the foam of 
ſtreams. Her breaſt roſe Nowly to ſight, like 
ocean's heaving wave, Her ſoul was a ſtream 


of light. — Who, among the nada was 
like the oye of heroes ? | 


Beneath the voice of the king, we moved 


to Crona 0 of the nde „Toſear of graſſy 
Lutha 7 


g > 


* 


Saule ef the bills) who were posſeſſed of the N 


more mountainous diviſion of North - Britain. LE 


) Crona, murmuring, was the name of a ſmall 
ſtream, which discharged itſelf in the river Car- 
ron. It is often mentioned by Offian, and the 

1 ſcenes of many of his poems are on its banks. 

I — The enemies, whom Fingal defeated here, 
arte not mentioned. They were, probably, the 

555 provincial Britons. That tract of country between 

, the Firths of Forth and Clyde has been, thro” 
| all antiquity, famous for battles and rencoun- 
ters, between the different nations, who were 

posſeſſed of North · and South - Britain. Stirling, 

- © ton ſituated there, derives its name from 

 -+» that very . circumſtance. It is a corruption of 
tte Galic namg, STRILA, i. e. the lv rock, 
| of contention. ; ; ; 


= 
* 
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e and Oſſian, young in Beize Three bards 
attended with ſongs. Three boſſy ſhields were 
born bofore us: for we were to rear the ſtone; 
in memory of the paſt. By Crona's moſſy⸗ 
courſe, Fingal had ſeattered bis foes: he had 
rolled away the ſtrangers, like a troubled ſes. 
„e came to the place of renown: from the 
mountains deſcended night. 1 tore an oak from 
its hill, and raiſed a flame on high. I bade 
; my katherg to look down , from the clouds of 
their hall; for, at the fame of Weir race, they 
\ ane c 19" HH Os 
#4 took a ſtone ** the krezm; ; amidſt „ 
tos of bards, The blood: of Fingal's foes hung 
curdled in its ooie. Beneath, I placed, at in- 
tervals; three boſſes from the ſhields of foes; 
as roſe or fell the ſound of Ullin's nightly ſong. - 
Toſcar laid à dagger in earth, a mail of ſound- 
ing ſteel. We raiſed the ould” around the 
ſtone, ry and bade it ſpeak to other yours. N 


e Ooty daughter of ſtreams that nov 1 
teared on high; ſpeak to the. feeble, - 0 ſtone, ; 
| after Selma s race have failed! — Prone, from 


the ſtormy night, the traveller ſhall lay him, 


„ A 4-0 r N. 9 Du ws, 


—— oo 


by thy ſide; thy whiſtling moſs ſhall ſound in 


. nn years tha were- . re- 


| | 
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turn, — Battles .riſe before him, blue-ſhield- 
{ ed kings deſcend to war: the darkened moon 
looks from heaven, on the troubled field. 
He ſhall burſt, with morning, from dreams, 
and ſee the tombs of warriors found. He ſhall 
aſk about the ſtone, and the aged will reply, 
This grey ſtone was raiſed 1 Oſſian, a chief 


of Wr mow” FF | | och 


a 


*) From Col-« amon came. 4 „ bang from. 
Car- ul, the friend of ſtrangers. He bade us 
© the feaſt of kings, to the dwelling of bright 
Colna- 


- i K 
— * | ; 
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) The mthahiters of the Biitons and Caledonians We- 
re ſo ſimilat, in the days of Oſſiun, that there 
an be 0 doubt, that they were originally the 
5 ume people, and deſcended from thoſe. Gauls 
. who firſt posſeſſed themſelyes of South - Britain, 
and gradually migrated. This hypotheſis is more 
"rational than the idle fables of ill - informed ſe. 
nackies, who bring the Caledoniaus from diſtant 
countries. The bare opinion of Tacitus, (ns. 
of _ by-the- bye, was only founded on a ſunilarity of 
| 3 EE the perſonal figure of the Caledonians to the 
= Germans of his own time) tho' it has ſtaggered 
dt. al learhed' men, is not ſufficient to make us 
ppbeſese, that the antient\ inhabitants of North» - 
7 wo 2 i e A discuffion of 


Ar 3 "J& | 2 point 


- — 
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Colna - dona. we went to the ball of 8 . 

There Car-ul brighteried between his aged lacks, _ 

when he beheld the ſons of his friends , * 

two young trees with their leaves. \ - 4 


Sons of the mighty, he aid, ye bring back 
the 3 of old, when firſt 1 A from 
Waves, on Selma's ; ftreamy vale. 1 purſued 

/ Duth- mocatglos, dweller of ocean's 


s wind. Our 
| fathers had been foes, we met by Clutha s wind= 8 
ing waters. He fled, along the feb,” and my 2 
fails were ſpread bebind him. — — * Night te | 
ceived me, on the deep. I came to the dwell-! 2 
ing of kings, to Selma of high - boſomed maids; * 
— PFingal came forth with his bards, ant 
Conloch, arm; of. death, I feaſted three days 1 
in the hall, and ſaw. the: blue eyes of Erin 
Ros crana, daughter of heroes, light of Co- 
mac's race. — Nor forgot did my ſteps de- | 
part: nn their ſhields to Car- ul, 
257" & 1 I they 


a \ Sola like this ini might 64 curiodb, bur "could 

never be ſatis factory Periods ſo diſtant are ſo 

involved in obſcuri ity , that nothing certain can 

be now advanced concerning them: The light | 
which the Roman writers hold forth, is too feeb - | 5 
le 0 guide ys 20 the why thro” the Rs „ 


3 
/ 
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they hang, on 1 high, in Col- amon , in memory 
of the paſt. —— Sons of the daring bard ; 
ye bring back the days of old, | 


Car- ul placed the ak of featts. He took 
two boſſes from our ſhields. He laid them in 
earth, beneath a ſtone, to ſpeak | to the hero's 
| race. When battle, id the king, ſhall roar, 
and our ſons are to meet in wrath; my race 
ſhall look, perhaps „on this tone, when they 
prepare the ſpear. — Have not our fathers mer in 
peace ? they will fay; and lay aſide the ſhield,” 


Night came down. In her long locks'moy-: 

ed the daughter of Car - ul. Mixed with the 
| harp aroſe the voice of white - armed Colna · do- 
na." — Toſcar darkened in his place, before 
the love of beroes. She came on his troubled 
ſoul," like a beam to the dark - heaving ocean: 
when it burſts from a eloud, and 9 _ 
foamy fide of a a wave). 
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) Here an epiſode is intirely loſt; or, at leaſt, is 


handed down ſo imperfectiy » that is does not 
deſerve a ou in * res 
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With morning we wake the woods; 4 
hung forward on the path of the roes. They 
fell by their wonted ſtreams. We returned thro? 
Crona's vale. From the wood a youth came 


forward, with a ſhield and pointleſs ſpear, 


«Whence, ſaid Toſcat of Lutha, is the flying 
beam? Dwells there peace at Col - amon, round 


bright Ge: dena of harps 25 


By Col - -amon of ſtreams , ſaid the youth , 
bright Colna - dona dwelt. She dwelt; but her 
courſe is now in deſarts, with the ſon of the 


king; he that ſeized her ſoul, as it wandered i 5 


thro' the hall. 


Stranger of tales, ſaid Toſcar, haſt thon 
marked the warrior's courſe? He muſt fall, — 
give thou that boſſy ſhield! —— In wrath he 
took the ſhield. Fair behind it heaved the 


{ breaſts of a maid, white as the boſom of a 


ſwan, riſing on ſwift-rolling waves. It was 


Colna- dona of harps, the daughter of the king. 


— Her blue eyes had rolled on Toſcar, and 


her love aroſe. 1 OO 
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